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PBEFACE. 

The  design  of  the  Melodies  is  two-fold  :— To  counteract  the  demorolizing 
tendency  of  productions  claiming  to  be  poetry  and  music,  and  to  furnibh  such 
as  will  interest  the  mariner  and  awaken  the  better  feelings  of  his  nature. 
Of  the  influence  of  that  which  has  already  been  fccattered  broadcast 
upon  our  wharves,  or  in  our  forecastles,  there  can  be  but  little  doubt, 
in  the  minds  of  such  as  have  observed  carefully  the  results.  No  one,  it  is 
presumed,  can  question  the  utility  of  anythi-ng  which  will  eject  such  per- 
nicious trash  from  our  vessels,  and  lubstitute  a  collection  which  will  call  up 
remembrances  of  home,  and  such  as  will  lead  seamen  to  recognize  God's 
power,  and  hear  his  voice  when  tempests  rage  and  thunders  roar. 

It  affords  us  much  pleasure  and  satisfaction  in  supplying  teamen  and 
their  friends,  with  a  large  collection  of  original  hymns  and  familiar  tunes, 
from  those  who  are  desirous  of  promoting  the  temporal  and  spiiitual  wel- 
fare of  the  sailor.  A  number  cf  descriptive  pieces  of  poetry  have  been  in- 
troduced in  the  Melodies,  and  it  is  presumed  they  Avill  not  give  ofience,  but 
be  read  with  interest. 

We  are  fully  persuaded  that  every  generous-minded  person  will  pardon 
all  blemishes,  and  appreciate  whatever  is  truly  valuable  in  this  humble 
effort  to  provide  melody  for  the  long  neglected  sailor.  As  there  are  no 
competitors  in  this  vast  ocean- held,  Ave  anticipate  a  favorable  reception  for 
the  tirst  book  of  the  kind  ever  published,  with  so  large  a  number  of  hymns 
and  famihar  tunes. 

The  signiticant  appellation  of  «' Jack  "  and  "Tar,"  so  frequently  but 
inappropriately  and  injuriously  applied  to  sailors,  with  other  common  nau- 
tical expressions,  are  excluded  from  the  Melodies,  as  they  are  veiy  offensive 
to  all  intelligent  mariners,  whenever  employed  in  prose  or  poetry.  A  Burial 
Service  has  been  introduced,  and  is  regarded  as  a  very  important  accompa- 
niment of  the  Melodies. 

Confident  are  we  that  all  evangelical  denominations  and  all  who  loTe 
the  worthy  mariner,  will  rejoice  at  the  appearance  of  the  Mtlodies;  but 
especially  those  who  have  friends  on  the  ♦♦  great  and  wide  sea." 

Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1849,  by  Phineas  Stowe, 
in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  Distri"^'  Court,  for  the  District  of  Mass. 
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IXDEX   OF  FIRST  LEN'ES. 


A  bright  unfading  cro-wn  23 

A  cheering  ray  of  hope  1S4 

A  crj'  tills  all  the  air  l<iO 

Ajrain  thou  leaVst  thy  2oo 

A  liardy  mariner        '  1(H) 

All  kinds  of  beasts  and  137 

Amazing  sight !  the  146 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  96 

A  mother's  yearning  heart  2"-) 

And  didst  thou  Jesus  97 

And  is  thy  lovelv  shadow  138 

And  Avill  the  Judge  91 

And  wilt  thou  stoop  great  139 

Another  day  is  past  40 

A  poor  wayfaring  man    .  15 

Appear  for  my  defence  130 

Are  there  tidings  in  yon  58 

As  flows  the  rapid  river  45 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  Oh  how  109 

As  onward  speeds  the  25 

Author  of  the  mighty  iGl 
A  wail  comes  ocr  the  breeze  ISO 

A  wail  comes  o'er  the  wave  30 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  107 

Band  of  soldiers  of  177* 

Bear,  oh  bear  the  gosj^el  36 

Behold,  behold  the  lamb  155 

Behold  that  stately  ship  91 

Behold  the  spirit  from  108 

Behold  the  throne  of  134 

Behold  upon  the  raging  23 

Benighted  on  the  troublous  9 

Beset  with  snares  on  126 

Blessed  be  that  vol  e  113 

Blessed  Saviour !  we  adore  74 

Blessed  Saviour !  we  will  204 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  135 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds  167 

Blest  is  the  man  who  166 

Borne  o'er  the  ocean's  107 

Bow  "down  my  spirit  and  89 

Bright  was  tlio  guiding  107 

Broad  is  the  road  that  149 

Buried  in  shadows  of  149 

Burn  the  ships,  I'm  177 

Bury  me,  bury  me  quick  206 


But  as  they  sailed  37  | 

Change  comes  with  139 

Child  of  the  sea  !  hast  17 

Christian  heralds  like  119 

Cling  to  the  Mighty  One  181 

Closer,  nearer,  brother  157 

Come,  blessed  Sj)irit  146 

Come,  brothers,  launch  209 

Come,  gracious  Spirit  146 

Come,  Holy  Spirit  147 

Come,  let  us  now  forget  129 

Come,  Lord,  and  warm  113 

Come,  sailor,  come  with  95 

Come,  sailor,  fly  to  Jesus  169 

Come,  saith  Jesus"  sacred  77 

Come,  sinner,  at  our  132 

Come,  sinner,  to  the  gospel  150 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  72 
Come,  thou  soul  transforming  75 

Come,  Aveary  souls  with  150 

Come,  we  that  love  the  33 

Come,  ye  who  love  the  159 

Dark  and  fearful  clouds  43 

Bear  Saviour,  hear  our  128 

Dear  Saviour,  teach  our  oi 

Dear  to  me  the  sacred  hour  179 

Death  cannot  make  our  -  138 

Death  has  been  here,  129 

Deathless  spirit,  now  76 

Death  loves  a  shining  mark  180 

Deceitful  is  the  breeze  164 

Deep  are  the  wounds  133 

Deep,  fiery  clouds  o'ercast  22 

Deep  in  the  watery  163 

Delay  not,  delay  not  153  \ 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  13-5  j 

Do  we  not  knoAv  tliat  151  i 

Down  to  the  sacred  152  : 

Down  to  unfathomed  143  ' 

Earth  glorious  wakes  13 

Earthly  pleasures  Avhat  169 

Earth  sleeps  witli  all  lier  13 

Eternal  Spirit,  wo  confess  147 

Faith  is  a  precious  grace,  101 

Faith  is  a  spy-glass  for  84 

Far,  far  from  childhood's  100 


Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  145 

Father,  the  storm  is  loud  31 

Father,  'tis  right,  1  clasped  139 

Fearful  lightnings  break  77 

Fear  was  in  the  tossing  188 

Fierce  was  the  storm  that  67 

Flag  of  the  pure  and  115 

Float  gently  on,  thou  11 

From  every  stormy  wind  149 

From  many  a  noble  66 

From  whence  doth  this  128 

Full  flowed  Bethesdas  186 

(Jive  me  the  wings  of  faith  106 

Give  tlianks  to  God  most  71 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Father,  179 

God  gave  the  gift  to  man  41 

God  is  love,  his  mercy  72 

God  is  my  strong  salvation  79 

God  is  the  seaman's  friend  35 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  99 

God  of  Creation,  Lord  of  82 

God  of  heaven,  earth  74 

God  of  mercy,  hear  the  170 

God  of  my  life,  through  137 

God  of  the  boundless  176 
God  of  the  boundless  romng206 

God  of  the  earth  and  99 

God  of  the  ever  rolling  25 

God  of  the  land  and  27 

God  of  the  mariner  201 

God  of  the  miglity  rolling  211 

God  of  the  seas,  thy  14 

God's  moral  lights,  his  94 

God's  voice  is  heard  95 

Go  speak  of  Jesus'  dying  145 

Go  spealc  to  that  poor  45 

Go  wlien  the  morning  78 

Go,  ye  messengers  of  God  111 
Grace,  'tis  a  charming  sound  69 

Gracious  Saviour,  we  152 
Great  God,  at  thv  command   68 

Great  God.  Eternal  Kiiig  32 

Great  God  1  in  safety  keep  179 

Great  God !  may  seamen  1C9 
Great  God  I  we  will  thy  name  65 

Great  Universal  Lord  24 
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Hail,  everlasting  Spring !  70 
Hail  to  the  procious  Sabbath  S7 

llartly  seamen,  listen  119 

Hark"!  hark  I  the  notes  of  70 

Hark!  tliat  sliout  of  111 
Hark!  tliebell!  tlic  hour  of  110 

Hark !  tlic  notes  of  anfrels  15;'; 

Hark!  upon  the  midnight  87 

Haste,  O  sinner!  now  be  lOo 

Hear !  dwellers  on  the  92 

Hear,  0  sinner !  mercy  1-1-5 

Hear  wliat  the  voice  from  144 

Here  in  this  lonelv,  humble  24 

He  dies !  tlie  friend  of  10 

He  tempts  once  more  the  27 

He  that  in  venfrous  barks  20 
Ho !  everj-  one  that  thirsteth  47 
Holy  Bible,  blessed  treasure  119 

Holy  source  of  consolation  73 

Home  for  the  Avanderer  204 

How  are  thy  servants  blest  67 

How  beautiful  the  setting  39 

How  blest  the  righteous  85 

How  changed  the  vision  9(J 

How  happy  is  the  child  129 

How  long  shall  virtue  41 

How  oft  have  sin  and  95 

How  softly  on  the  bruised  180 

How  sweet  is  that  home  123 

How  sweet  on  thy  bosom  128 

Ho\v  sweet  the  songs  of  19 

How  swift,  alas  !  the  93 

How  vain  is  aU  beneath  133 

Humble  souls,  who  seek  141 

If  on  a  quiet  sea  90 

If  Paul  in  Caasar's  court  8C 

I  heard  a  voice  from  31 

I  love  my  Bible,  —  precious  67 

I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord,  33 

I  love  the  sparkling  sea  204 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  171 

I'm  bound  upon  the  sea  29 

I'm  weai-y  of  sighing  172 

In  evil  long  I  took  delight  155 

Inscribed  upon  the  cross  103 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  151 

In  the  furnace  God  doth  175 

In  the  tempest  of  life  55 

I  send  the  jovs  of  earth  85 

Is  this  the  kind  return?  134 

I  t!iink  of  thee,  mother,  60 

It  is  not  in  the  parting  hour  208 

It  vvas  a  fearful  night !  202 

I've  launched  upon  the  sea  17 

I  would  not  live  alway ;  172 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be !  132 

Jesus,  at  thy  command,  125 

Jesus :  delightful,  charming  106 


Jesus  demands  this.heart  13G 

Jesus,  I  look  to  thee  alone  2i0 

Jesus.  I  love  thy  charming  12!) 

Jesus  is  gone  above  the  140 

Jesus,  oi;r  anchor  firm,  IGo 

Jesus,  rej'uge  of  my  soul,  1','5 

Josus.  thy  boundless  love  132 

Just  as  thou  art  —  without  l-";4 

Just  launched  upon  the  45 

Kindred,  and  friends,  and  174 

Laborers  of  Christ,  arise,  33 

Land  ahead !  its  fruits  are  152 

Launched  on  blue  oceans  103 

Let  all  the  heathen  writers  14S 

Let  me  go ;  mj'  soul  is  43 

Let  our  united  voices  rise,  13 

Let  party  names  no  more  40 

Let  us  awake  our  joys ;  81 

Let  worldly  men,  from  14S 

Light,  love"  and  joy  are  207 

Like  Israel.  Lord  am  I ;  134 

Like  morning.  Avhen  her  109 

Like  sunlight  playing  on  168 

Lo !  he  comes,  with  clouds  75 

Lonely  wand'rer  on  the  73 
Look  toward  the  sea,  where  156 

Look,  ye  saints;  the  sight  159 

Lord,  when  the  mists  of  11 

Lord,  with  a  grieved  and  137 
Love  is  a  bright  and  burning  12 

3Iay  the  grace  of  Christ,  51 

]\Ien  vow  to  Him  who  rules  83 
Merrily  the  temperance  horn  ISl 

Morn  wakes  and  Avaves  12 

Mother,  mother,  I  must  60 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee  81 

]My  father's  house  on  high  141 

]Mv  mother !  manv  a  year  83 

My  soul  has  fixed  her  129 

3Iy  years  roll  on ;  the  tide  94 

Native  land !  in  summer  174 

Xight  cometh  o'er  the  sea  29 

No  one  on  earth  now  cares  136 

Xo  peace !  no  peace !  Jeho  115 

Not  all  t!ie  outward  forms  148 

Not  in  ilie  churchyard  116 

Not  yet !  tlic  flowers  are  in  144 

Xow  is  th'  accepted  time;  101 

O  blessed  day  of  holy  rest  65 
O  cease,  mv  wandering  soul,  69 

O  chief  of  all  the  heavenly  128 

O !  cold  is  the  night  wind,  207 

O  for  a  breeze  of  heavenly  126 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  107 

O  for  the  death  of  those  29 

O  God  of  sailors,  hear,  o-5 

O  God !  thy  name  they  89 

0  honored  saint !  0  glorious  26 


O  how  divine !  how  sweet  131 

O  how  I  love  thy  name,  my  114 

O  let  each  soul  now  praise  1G9 

0  Lord,  our  heavenly  king,  90 

O  Lord,  when  billows  o'er  131 

O  Lord,  to  thee  avc  bow,  71 

O  place  me  not  in  sordid  87 

O  pray  for  hardy  sailors,  C6 

O  pray  for  the  sailor  now  55 

O  tliiiik  on  the  sailor  toss'd  121 

O  thou  of  little  faith,  69 

O  thou,  my  soul,  forget  no  140 

0  thou !  the  high  and  lofty  139 

O  thou  whose  matchless  18 

O  when  shall  1  see  197 

O  Avhere  shall  rest  be  135 

O  Avho  can  tell,  that  26 

0  worship  the  King.  124 

Oer  raging  waves,  thou  187 

Of  old  did  Jesus  97 

Oh !  Pilot,  'tis  a  fearful  194 

On  Jordan's  stormv  113 

On  that  great,  that  105 

Onward,  onward,  men  175 

Our  blest  Eedeemer,  ere  147 

Our  God  we  bow  before  1-38 

Our  little  bark,  on  126 

Our  Saviour  bowed  151 

Out  on  an  ocean  all  196 

Out  on  the  crested  surge  168 

Palms  of  glory,  raiment  110 
Praise  to  Heaven !  peace  to    77 

Praise  to  the  grace  which  63 

Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name  81 
Praise  ye  the  Lord!  on  everi'SS 

•Prayer  is  tiie  breath  of  131 

Prayer  is  the  souls  sincere  131 

Prayer  may  be  sweet  in  65 

Pra3' for  the  sailor  —  pray  130 

Kemember  me,  my  Saviour  116 

Remember  thee,  redeeming  141 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  127 

Roll  on,  thou  mightv  ocean  47 

Ruler  of  the  earth  and  37 

Sailing  on  the  boisterous  S8 

Sailor,  enter  not  life's  118 

Sailor,  lift  up  thy  voice,  S4 

Sailor,  on  the  trackless  118 

Sailor,  speed  thee  o'er  the  11 

Sailor,  is  it  well  with  thee?  104 

Sailor,  we  need  thee,  to  85 

Saints  of  the  living  God  190 

Saviour,  blessed  should  166 

Saviour,  inspire  us  now  205 

Saviour,  o'er  the  restless  162 

Saviour,  on  the  mighty  183 

Saviour,  on  the  raging  170 

Say  to  the  storms,  exhaust  21 
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Seamen,  there's  noble  work  126 

feeamen  who  love  the  99 

See  daylight  is  fading  o'er  121 
See  the  sailor  just  embarking  73 
Shed  not  a  tear  oer  your.  52 
Sliiiie,  mighty  God,  on  174 

Show  pity,  Lord;  O  Lord,  150 
Sing,  seamen,  sing  to  God  83 
Sing  to  the  Lord  most  71 

Sinners,  hear  the  mighty  119 
Sinners,  will  you  sconi  145 

Siinier,  what  has  earth  105 

Sleep  on,  sleep  on,  above  143 
Softly  now  the  hght  of  77 

Son  of  the  ocean !  stop  and  27 
Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed ;  101 
Speed,  speed  the  temperance  41 
Spirit  of  love  and  light  161 

Star  of  peace,  to  wanderers  154 
Star  of  the  East,  the  9 

Stay,  father,  stay,  the  night  181 
Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  146 
Still  on,  still  on,  still  on,  we  142 
Sweet  bow  of  promise,  thy  199 
Sweet  land  of  song,  thy  202 

Sweet,  on  the  mourning  23 

Toll  me  not  in  mournful  39 

The  bard  of  Israel  swept  21 
T!ie  Bethel  is  the  place  for  95 
The  IJible  is  a  polar  star  102 
The  billows  foam:  the  ocean  64 
Q'iie  billows  swell ;  the  winds  102 
The  blessed  Spirit,  like  the  147 
The  boundless  power  of  God  68 
Th.e  t'lirfstian  sailor  fears  166 
Tlie  Christian  voyager  82 

The  Cross  is  my  anchor,  123 
Tlie  Father  will  protect  and  26 
The  glorious  gospel  now  115 
The  glorious  morning  dawns  28 
The  gospel  sln'p  along  is  187 

The  gospel  ship's  a  gallant  142 
The  heavens  declare  thy  9 

The  Light-ship !  how  welcome  54 
The  Lord  is  our  shepherd,  122 
The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  86 
The  man  is  ever  blest  134 

The  morning  light  is  127 

The  night  was  dark  and  4S 

Tlio  noble  ship  glides  200 

The  pity  of  the  Lord  91 

Tlie  purple  gems  forever  14^5 
Tlie  rolling  waves  of  Ocean's  7 
The  sailor  boy.  how  hard  103 
The  sailors  home  is  on  87 

The  seraphs  brisrht  are  46 

The  .•^(pirit.  in  our  hearts  101 
The  storm  is  oa  tbo  deep,         ^1 


I  The  truths  of  the  Bible  120 

'  The  wicked  labor  much  160 

There  is  a  faith,  the  gift  of  64 
There  is  a  fountain  filled  151 
There  is  a  Friend  who  's  95 

Tiiere  is  a  hope,  a  blessed  99 
There  is  a  land  immortal  164 
There  is  a  land  mine  133 

Tiiere  is  a  land  of  pure  141 

There  is  an  liour  of  hallowed  117 
There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  154 
There  is  a  place  of  sacred  19 
There  is  a  pure  and  109 

Tiiere  is  a  time,  we  know  117 
There  is  a  world  of  pert'ect  113 
There  is  joy  for  our  sorrov/s  63 
There's  magic  power  in  a  198 
There's  not  a  star  whose  93 

They  roam  where  danger  165 
They  that  toil  upon  the  104 

Though  hard  the  winds  44 

Though  to  the  wanderer  108 
Thou'rt  sounding  on,  thou  16 
Time  is  wafting  us  along  170 
'Tis  finished !  so  the  Saviour  132 
Tis  midnight,  and  on  Olives  10 
Toil-worn  sailor,  come  and  4^3 
Tossed  on  the  stormy  sea,  80 
Tossed  upon  life's  raging  42 

Tossing  on  a  stormy  sea,  37 

To  thee  be  praise  forever  127 
To  thee,  O  blessed  Saviour,  79 
To  thee.  0  God,  whose  awful  89 
To  thee,  O  God,  whose  just  88 
"Twas  on  that  dark,  that  140 
'Twas  wiieii  the  seas  with  138 
Tliykingdom  come !  Almightvl83 
Thy  neighbor?  It  is  he  whom  21 
Thy  v/orks  (if  glorv.  mighty  93 
Upon  a  hill  there  stands  a  97 
Upon  the  ■\vaters,  glririous  98 
Upon  the  waters,  glorious  114 
Up  to  the  fields  wiiere  137 

Wanderer  from  God,  65 

Wanderers  o'er  a  stormy  73 
Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  11 J 
We  are  but  young,  j  et  129 

We  are  scattered  — we  are  47 
We  are  those  who  wandered  209 
We,  cold  wr.ter  trirls  and  bovs  181 
We  come.  O  Lord,  before  87 
Weeping  sinners,  dry  14S 

We  kindle  here  a  beacon  84 
Welcome,  deliglitful  morn  ;  71 
Welcome,  stranger,  to  the  178 
We  live  as  pilgrims  and  197 

We  praise  Thee,  glorious  205 
W©  praiskf  Thee,  matcliless    211 


We  seek  a  rest  beyond  112 

We're  travelling  home  to  173 
We  sing  the  Saviour's  love,  91 
We  thank  thee.  Father,  for      40 

We  trust  forevermore  163 

We  were  crowded  in  tlie  203 

What  fearful  cry,  so  wild  103 
What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  130 

What  heavenlv  music  do  1  39 

What  if  the  little  rain  117 

What  shiners  value  I  1-j3 

What's  this  that  steals,  144 

When  floating  o'er  life's  98 

When  I  can  read  my  192 
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When  launched  upon  182 
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When  o'er  the  restless  deep     69 

When  on  the  ocean's  19 

When  power  divine  in  149 

When  sailing  on  the  ocean  79 

When  shall  we  all  meet  173 

When  shall  we  meet  171 

When  thickly  beat  the  85 

When  through  the  torn  156 

When  thy  trembling  178 

When  we  pass  through  153 
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Where  are  those  we  168 
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AVhich  is  the  happiest  25 

While  life  prolongs  its  1-36 

While  o'er  life's  troubled  112 

While  oer  the  Adriatic  165 

AVhile  oer  the  angry  115 

While  on  the  swelling  92 

While  others  on  the  201 

While  some  in  folly's  109 

While  thee  I  seek,  158 

Whither  goest  thou  43- 

Who  can  forbear  to  sing,  135 

Will  you,  trembhng  sinner  170^ 

With  glowing  heart,  blest  207 

With  glowing  hearts,  great  40 

With  reverence  let  the  97 

Would  you  behold  the  24 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  li?7 

Ye  angels,  wlio  stand  152 

Ye  brave  sons  of  the  main,  15S 
Ye  chosen  few  of  Christ  '  175 
Ye  Christian  seamen,  praise  130 

Ye  servants  of  (Jod,  your  125 

Yes,  Lord,  my  grateful  65 

Yes !  thou  art  gone  from  25 

Yes  !  we  trust  the  day  is  75 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  2& 
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1.  The  rolling  waves  of  Ocean's  tide,  Thou  mighty  God  of  earth  and  sea, 

is'SJiiiiiilgiiiil 


p:^zl._z]_.  -H-f -H--  -^- J-  -o-fX-^-e 


4p 


Proclaim  thy  matchless  wonders  wide,  And  raise  their  praises,  Lord,  to  thee. 


-T r-^-T^- 


'iKEa; 


;ii?ii 


P. 


Thy  voice  is  heard  in  thunder's  roar, — 
In  lightning's  glare  thy  glories  shine; 

The  heaving  billows,  towering,  soar. 
And  ever  heed  thy  Word  divine. 


8  When  marshal'd  on  the  raging  main.     L.  M. 


H    H       -I— 


mar-shal'd       on        the  rag   -   ing     main,     The. 

star         a  -  lone         of  all         the     train,      Can 

^ — I ^T — 2 


a    -    lone,     the 


tf-^ — I -4 — 1 ^n»- 


I  1st  time.  

H \-0 * * 

^        ^__^ . 

glittering      hosts  '    Ue  -  stud     the    sky,   One 

sai  -  lor's 


Sav  -  iour    speaks,     It 
I         2d  time.  | 


I  fix       the 


SiiiiB 


wandering  eye. 


!©3± 


I \ ^ 1 ' — ^ — ^_  f 1 0 — ^.|-|: 


is     the        star       of 


;^^I?z?z^^- 
:Szirz?!zLt  " 


zzj^ 


Beth  -  le-hem. 

PiTZ-zlzzS 
^l^^z-r 

Hark  !  hark  !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks,  From  every  host,  from  eve-ry  gem  ;  But 


a=:*-t5i:?-Di:»z: 


I 


Once  on  the  raffing  seas  I  rode. 
The  storm  was  loud,  the  iiiiht  was  dark, 
The  ocean  yawn'd.  and  rudtdy  blow'd. 
The  wind  that  toss'd  my  foundesing  bark. 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze; 
Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem  j 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 


It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all, 
It  bads  my  dark  foreboding  cease  , 
And  thro'  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Now  safely  moor'd — my  perils  o'er 
I'll  sing  first  in  nisrht's  diadem, 
Forever  and  forevermope, 
The  Star — the  Star  ol'  Bethlehem 


OCEAN  MELODIES. 


The  Morning  Star.    Ii.  SZ.  >  Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  convey  Ihy  praise 

BY  WM.  B.  tappan.  I      Around  the  earth,  and  never  stand, 

Benighted  on  the  troublous  main,  So,  when  thy  truth  began  its  race, 

While  stormy  terrors  clothe  the  sky,         It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

The  trembling  voyager  strives  in  vain,  \  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest, 

And  nought  but  stern  despair  is  nigh.  \      'f^i^  through  the  world  thy  truth  has  run, 

When  lo!  a  gem  of  peerless  light,  \  '^''l  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blest 

With  radiant  splendor,  shines  afar;    I      That  see  the  light  or  feel  the  sun. 

And  through  the  clouds  of  darkest  night,  /  ^       .  c         r  t>  •  u*  •  «^ 

A  .1     r>  •  I  .       J  AT       •      o^     w  Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise' 

Appears  the  Bright  and  Morning  btar!        q  j^,^„g  ^^^^  ^^,^^^^  ^.-^^  heavenly  lig.... 

With  joy  he  greets  the  cheering  ray,         Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise; 

That  beams  on  Ocean's  weary  breast;        Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 
Precursor  of  a  smiling  day,     .  '  S  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view, 


[t  lulls  his  fears  to  peaceful  rest. 
No  more  in  peril  shall  he  roam,  | 

For  night  and  danger  now  are  far;      j 

With  steady  helm  he  enters  home,  \ 

His  guide  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star!  I 

Thus,  when  affliction's  billows  roll. 

And  waves  of  sorrow  and  of  sin 
Bes.-!t  the  fearful,  weeping  soul, 

And  all  is  dark  and  drear  within — 
'Tis  Jesus,  vvhispetingstrains  of  peace, 

i>rives  every  doulit  and  fear  afar; 
He  bids  the  raging  tempests  cease, [Star! 

And  shines  the  1' right  and  Morning     ^ 


n  souls  renewed  and  sins  forgiven, 
Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew. 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  tc  heaven. 


Tlie  Star  of  Betlileiiem.     L. 

BY    WM.    B.    TAPPAN. 


M. 


Star  of  the  East!  the  tempest-tost. 

On  life's  uncertain  billows  borne, 
Is  by  rude  gales  of  trouble  crossed. 

By  hidden  rocks  of  sorrow  torn — 
When  breaks  the  cheering  Star  of  Mom, 

When  ni^ht  and  thrall  forever  flee, 
O,  where  the  doubts  and  fears  forlorn 

Of  hitn,  the  wanderer  of  the  sea  ? 


Glory  of  Gad  in  Kts  Works.     Li.  M 

WATTS. 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord; 

In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines; 
Bui  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word. 

We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  line^. 
The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light. 

And  nights,  and  daj-s,thy  power  confess 
But  that  blest  volume  ibpu  hast  vvrit      ^  Shall'guide  us  to  the  Source  Divine, 

lieve^ls  thy  justice  and  thy  grace.      '>      ShuU  lead  us  to" the  Child  again. 


Break  out,  blest  Star!  with  peaceful  ray,- 
And  if  our  steps  to  Truth  incline. 

Oh,  help  and  guard  our  weeping  way! 
Along  these  doQbtful  water^  shine! 

The  heavenly  beaoon-light  of  thine 
'I'ha't  trembled  once  on  Bethlehem's 
plain. 


10  DEATH  AND  RESURllECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

Poetry  by  Watts. 


\zz^.:azizzi-2z.±!iz^i:!iit^id:z^: 


1.  He  dies  !  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies ;  Lo  !  Salem's  daughters  weep  a  -  round  j 

2.  Ye  saints,  approach  !  the  anguish  view  Of  him  who  groans  beneath  your  load  j 


ifTtffcrBitl 


:tz\zi 


A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies  ;    A     sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground 
He  gives  his  precious  life  for  you;    For    you  he     sheds  his  precious  blood. 


z=:^z:?z?z?tEzE:±fiz[i±:?zt:?:t:EzEt:fT 


Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree;     \ 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men;  \ 

But,  lo!  what  sudden  joya  we  seel 
Jesus*the  dead,  revives  again. 

The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 

Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 

And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns; 

Sing  how  he  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell, 
And  led  the  tyrant  Death  in  chains. 

Say,  ♦*  Live  forever,  glorious  King, 
Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save!" 

7'hen  ask,  "O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 
And  where  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave  ?" 


Clirist  in  Getlisemane.    Li.  M. 

BY    WM,    B.    TAPPAN. 

'Tis  midnight;  and  on  Olive's  brow 

The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone ; 
'Tis  midnight;  in  the  garden,  now, 

The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 
'Tis  midnight;  and,  from  all  removed. 

The  Saviour  wrestles  lone,  with  fears 
E'en  that  disciple  whom  he  loved 

Heeds  not  his  master's  grief  and  tears. 
'Tis  midnight;  and  for  other's  guilt 

The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood; 
Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 

Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 
'Tis  midnight;  and  from  ether  plains 

Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know ; 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  wo«. 
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Trust  in  God.    li.  31. 

BY    REV.   J.    H.    CLINCH. 

Lord,  when  the  mists  of  doubt  arise, 
And  error's  night  around  me  lies. 
May  faith's  sure  compass  point  the  way. 
And  guide  me  to  the  realms  of  day! 
When  strong  temptation  shakes  my  soul, 
And  waves  of  passion  round  me  roll. 
And  stornjs  of  grief  my  heart  o'erwhelm, 
Stand  Thou,  my  Saviour,  at  the  helm. 
When  borne  by  sin's  resistless  tide. 
Where  dangers  lurk  on  every  side. 
Lord,  may  Thy  a??c/ior,  strong  and  sure. 
My  troubled  soul  securely  moor! 
And  when  my  voyage  shall  cease  at  last. 
And  life's  wide  ocean  has  been  passed, 
O,  may  I  reach  that  haven  blest. 
The  port  of  peace  and  endless  rest! 

Sailor,  Speed  tliee.  '  li*  M* 

BY   REV.   D.   C.   EDDY. 

Oh  !  sailor  speed  thee  o'er  the  sea, 
Thy  home  and  friends  are  far  away, 
Those  fervent  prayers  ascend  for  thee, 
"While  o'er  tlie  earth  thy  footsteps  stray. 

Oh !  sailor  speed  thee  o'er  the  sea, 
While  breakers  roar  and  billows  dash  ; 
Soon  shall  thy  vessel  anchored  be, 
Where  not  one  w^ave  the  shore  shall  lash. 

Oh  !  sailor  speed  thee  o'er  the  sea, 
The  deep,  dark  sea  of  human  life  ; 
Where  nought  the  voyager's  eye  can  see 
But  gloom  and  terror,  sin  and  strife. 

Oh !  sailor  speed  thee  o'er  the  sea, 
And  let  thy  toilsome  wand'ring  cease ; 
Soon  shall  thy  heavy  spirit  be 
Safe  anchored  in  the  port  of  peace. 


(  The  Gospel  Sliip.     li.  M. 

>  Float  gently  on,  thou  blessed  bark, 

i  Touch  every  land  and  ship-line  I  shore* 
I  Shed  light  where  teeming  millions  sigh, 

>  Unfold  the  Gospel's  sacred  store. 

\  Show  from  the  topmast's  tallest  peak, 
I  The  great  Redeemer's  glorious  name; 
I  Display  the  blessed,  bleeding  Cross; 
I  Its  love,  its  agony,  its  shame. 

'<  Proclaim  the  life-restoring  Word; 
I  Pour  all  the  energy  of  Prayer; 
)  Disturb  the  blest  baptismal  Wave; 
i  The  Bread,  the  Wine,  of  Life,  prepare 

]  Arrest  the  thoughtless,  check  the  rash, 
^  Win  home  the  wanderer  from  his  ways; 
I  The  broken  heaited  bind  with  balm, 
I  And  fill  the  penitent  with  praise 

I  Like  clouds,  that  fly  before  the  storm, 
\  Like  doves,  that  to  their  windows  come, ' 
\  Crowd,  brothers,  to  the  glorious  Cross, 
\  And  find  the  Church,  the  Sailors'  Home. 

I    Pray,  Sailor,  Pray.     L..  M.    J.  h.  h. 

(  When  launched  upon  the  briny  tide, 
I  You  o'er  its  ample  bosom  glide, 
From  home  and  kindred  far  away, 
Then  look  above,  pray,  sailor,  pray. 

When  tossed  on  ocean's  broad  domain, 
The  sport  of  danger,  toil  and  pain. — 
As  borne  along  the  watery  way, 
^  Then  pause  awhile,  pray,  sailor,  pray. 

S  W^hen  troubled  depths  disparted  yawn, 
'  And  death's  embrace  is  round  thee  drawn; 
i  When  tliy  pure  soul  would  leave  its  clay, 
'O  gladly  soar,   pray,  sailor,  pray. 


12  WHAT  IS  LOVE?     L.  M. 

Words  by  J.  Rusling.  (Hebron.) 

i:9:-b3:ri:i:z=:::i=zi-:zirxn-5:!::r:i:zlz— :,r=;i:=|:z 


1.  Love      is     a  bright  and  burning^re,  That  glows  upon  the  Christian's  soul ; 


^z=:rf:izzt:zEzu:±:tiEzp.i:t:f[izzz?z::^: 


CN 


:q-J: 


^_:*i:?ifC 


It  fills  the  realms  of  endless  days  With  in  -  ex  -  tin-guish 

ftLbf :  r,r*_u_s:;  ■^^^z^iH--  ^iz^- 

-  a   -  ble  blaze. 

^  "p-z^z          tz-:     •  tzizr-z..     t  t  "^:: 

Love  is  a  deep  expansive  sea. 
Where  flow  the  sw^ells  of  gospel  grace — 
Pleasures  in  wid'ning  circles  heave, 
Respondent  as  the  yielding  wave. 

Love  is  the  radiant  rainbow,  seen 
Suspended  in  the  vault  of  heav'n; 
Jesus  and  glory  here  combine, 
To  form  a  harmony  divine. 

Love  is  the  grand  ecliptic  way. 
Where  faithful  souls  describe  tiieir  course. 
On  beams  of  light  they  mount  on  high, 
To  shine  meridian  in  the  sky. 

Love  forms  the  splendors  of  the  throne. 
The  glory  of  the  courts  above; 
The  Christian's  all  his  portion  this; 
Heaven  is  ^is  home,  and  love  his  Olist. 


Devotion.    L.  M. 

Morn  wakes  and  waves  her  purple  wing, 
Bright  glancing  over  earth  and  sea. 
And  happy  forms  and  beauty  spring 
To  life  from  rock,  and  stream,  and  tree. 
The  sunlit  billow's  glowing  breast 
Heaves  like  the  bosom  gushing  o'er 
With  joy — and,  shaking  its  proud  crest, 
Comes  shouting  onvv^ard  to  the  shoie. 
Oh  I   at  this  hour,  when,  from  above. 
The  light  cloud  o'er  the  mirrored  deep 
Comes  floating  from  that  sea  of  Love, 
Where  crystal  waters  ever  sleep 
When  the  glad  sou  nds  of  Nature 'sifii-nu 
Are  swelling  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea, 
ATv  heart  from  all  tlie  bliss  of  earth. 
Exulting  turns  great  God  to  'i'heo 
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Sabbath  Morning.     li.  M. 

Karth  glorious  wakes,  as  o'er  her  breast 
The  morning  flings  lier  rosy  ray, 
And  blushing  from  her  dreamless  jest, 
Unveils  her  to  the  gaze  of  day. 

The  night-winds  to  their  mountain  caves 
Tiie  morning  mists  to  heaven's  blue  sleep, 
'And  to  their  ocean-depths  the  waves, 
Are  gone,  their  holy  rest  to  keep. 

Each  tree  that  lifts  its  gems  in  air, 
Or  hangs  its  pensive  head  from  high. 
Seems  bending  at  its  morning  prayer, 
Or  whispering  with  the  hours  gone  by. 

This  holy  morning,  Lord,  is  thine! 
Let  silence  sanctify  the  praise; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  in  love  combine, 
And  morning  stars  the  music  raise. 


Tlie  Converted  Sailor.  IL.  M.   J   h.  a; 

A  cheering  ray  of  hope  has  gleamed 
Aiound  the  hardy  sailor's  Way, 
The  gospel  light  at  last  has  beamed, 
And  sheds  afar  the  glorious  ray. 

On  ocean's  heaving  billows  borue, 
^  The  Christian  seaman  bows  in  prayerj 
I  Submissive  kneels  before  the  throne, 
I  And  joys  to  meet  his  Saviour  there. 

S  Tho'  winds  may  howl  and  tempests  beat, 
I  And  lightnings  glare,  and  surges  roar, 
<  He  calmly  bows  at  Jesus'  fe«t, 
I  Nor  fears  in  danger's  darkest  hour. 

'.  O  let  loud  songs  of  praise  ascend 
I  To  our  exalted,  mighty  King; 
^  I^et  heaven  and  eaith  in  union  blend, 
I  And  every  tongue  in  chorus  sing. 


SabljatJi  Evening,     li.  M. 

Earth  sleeps,  with  all  her  glorious  things 
Beneath  the  Holy  Spirit's  wings. 
And,  rending  back  the  hues  above, 
Seems  resting  in  a  trance  of  love. 

Bright  creatures  of  a  better  sphere 
Came  down  at  noon  to  worship  here, 
And  from  their  sacrifice  of  love. 
Returned  to   their  home  above. 

And  she  for  depths  of  earthly  beam 
So  passing  fair,  we  almost  dream 
That  we  can  rise,  and  wander  through 
There  open  path  of  trackless  blue. 

May  holy  aspirations  start, 
Like  blessed  angels,  from  the  heart, 
And  bid — when  earth's  dark  ties  are  riven, 
Our  Spirits  to  the  gates  of  heaven. 


T!ie  Eetliel  Flag.     li.  M, 

Let  our  united  voices  rise, 
The  Bethel  Flag  streams  on  the  air' 
The  herald  bird  has  left  the  skies. 
And  bears  her  blessed  mission  here. 

"  Peace  to  the  world,  Jehovah's  love, 
Exulting  souls,  look  up  and  bless, 
The  holy  leaf,  the  heavenly  dove, 
Emblems  of  peace  and  tenderness." 

Hushed  nature  brightens  at  the  view; 
Glad  angels  check  their  hymns  to  see4 
Triumphant  voices  wake  anew. 
For  "  Sailor,  there  is  hope  for  thee." 

i  Then  let  loud  anthems  long  ascend! 
\  Shout  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord; 
1  Landsmen,  and  sailors,  angels,  blend; 
'  Rejoice  and  praise  with  one  accord. 
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GOD'S  DOMINION  OVER  THE  SEA.  L.  ]VL 

( Way-faring  Man. ) 
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The  finny  tribes,  that  sport  and  play. 
To  thee,  their  Lord,  a  tribute  pay; 
The  humblest  fish  beneath  the  flood, 
Proclfiims  the  praise  of  Thee,  O  God, 
O  for  a  signal  of  thy  hand ! 
Shake  all  the  seas, Lord  shake  the  land! 
Great  Judge,  descend,  lest  man  deny 
That  there's  a  God  who  r'^'es  on  high. 


Poor  \%«»y-fi&i-iiig  Maju.    It,  M. 

A  poor  way-faring  man  of  grief 
Hath  often  cross'd  me  on  my  way. 
Who  saed  so  humbly  for  relief. 
That  I  could  never  answer  nay; 
I  had  not  power  to  ask  his  name, 
Whither  he  went  or  whence  he  came; 
Yet  there  was  something  in  his  eye. 
That  won  my  love,  1  knew  not  why. 

Once  when  my  scanty  meal  was  spread, 
He  entered,  not  a  word  he  spake. 
Just  perishing  for  want  of  bread, 
I  gave  him  all — He  blest  it,  brake, 
And  ate  but  gave  me  part  again. 
Mine  was  an  angel's  portion  then — 
And  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste. 
The  crust  was  manna  to  my  taste. 

I  spied  him  where  a  fountain  burst 
Clear  from  the  rock — his  strenjith  was  ^one, 
The  heedless  water  mocked  his  thirst. 
He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on; 
I  ran,  and  raised  the  sufferer  up, 
Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drained  my  cup, 
pipped,  and  returned  it  running  o'er, 
I  dfank,  and  never  thirsted  more. 


'Twas  night.    The  floods  were  out ;  it ble^ 

A  wintry  hurricane  aloof; 

I  heard  his  voice  abroad,  and  flew 

To  bid  him  welcome  to  my  roof; 

I  warmed,  I  clothed,  I  cheered  my  guest, 

Laid  him  on  mine  own  couch  to  rest. 

Then  made  the  earth  my  bed,  and  seemed 

In  Eden's  garden  while  I  dreamed. 

Stripped,  wounded,beaten  nigh  to  death 
I  found  him  by  the  high-way  side; 
I  roused  his  pulse,  brought  back  his 

breath, 
Revived  his  ppirit,  and  supplied 
Wine,  oil,  refreshment,  he  was  healed, 
I  had  myself  a  wound  concealed. 
But  from  that  hour  forgot  the  smart. 
And  peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart. 

In  prison  I  saw  him  next,  condemned 
To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  morn; 
The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemmed, 
And  honored  him  mid  shame  and  scorn. 
My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try. 
He  asked  if  I  for  him  would  die; 
The  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill. 
But  the  free  spirit  cried  "  I  will!" 


Then,  m  a  moment,  to  my  view 
I  The  stranger  started  from  disguise; 
The  tokens  in  his  hands  I  knew, — 
My  Saviour  stood  before  my  eyes! 
He  spake,  and  my  poor  name  he 

named, — 
•'  Of  me  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed; 
These  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be. 
Fear  not,  thou  didst  it  unto  me.*' 


16  THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SEA.     C.  M. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Hemans.  {Nichols.) 


1.  Thou'rt  sound  -  ing 
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Whose  thunders  nought  can  tame. 
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Oh!  many  a  glorious  voice  is  gone. 

From  the  rich  bow'rs  of  earth, 
And  hushed  is  many  a  lonely  one. 

Of  mournfuiness  or  mirth. 
But  thou  art  swelling  on,  thou  deep. 

Through  many  an  olden  clime. 
Thy  billowy  anthem,  ne'er  to  sleep 

Until  the  close  of  time. 
Thou  liftest  up  thy  solemn  voice 

To  every  wind  and  sky. 
And  all  the  earth's  green  shores  rejoic* 

In  that  one  harmony. 
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•* VVWcli  Hope  we  have  as  an  Ancbor 
of  tlie  Soul  "    C.  M,        A.  M.  c. 

Child  of  the  Sea!  hast  thou  this  Hope, 

This  Anchor  of  the  soul; 
Or  (lost  thou  yet  desponding  grope 

Where  stormy  billows  roll  ? 

Tossed  to  and  fro  by  every  blast, 

On  every  troubled  wave; 
This,  this  alone  can  hold  thee  fast. 

Thy  bark  from  ruin  save. 

Wh  it  tho'thick  darkness  shroud  the  sky, 
Robed  in  tne  tempest's  wrath, 

And  not  one  burning  star  on  high. 
Can  light  the  watery  path; 

This  Hope,  thy  Anchor,  thou  canst  bide 
The  storm's  severest  shock, 

And  slumber  on  the  raging  tide 
Firm  as  a  mountain  rock. 

In  wildest  perils  on  the  sea 

'Twi^l  never,  never  fiil. 
When  paleness  on  the  cheek  shall  be, 

And  bravest  spirits  quail. 

Where  icy  rocks,  and  cliffs,  and  caves 

The  Arctic  billows  form. 
Or  where  the  sunny  tropic  waves 

Roll  by  in  currents  warm. 

Oh  Sailor!   njake  this  Anchor  thine, 

And  cast  it  froni  thy  deck, 
Ere  yet  thy  bark  in  ocean's  brine 

Forever  sinks  a  wreck; 

And  when  thou  hast  a  feeble  breath, 
And  life's  strong  cords  are  riven. 

Then  drop  it  in  the  port  of  death, 
Aad  thou  art  moored  in  heaven! 

[2] 


Tile  Cliristtau  Mariner.     C  M* 

I've  launched  upoa  the  sea  of  life 

My  little  bark  so  frail. 
Nor  fear  to  meet  the  raging  storm. 

The  tempest  and  the  gale. 

For  Jesus  is  my  pilot  now. 

My  everlasting  guide. 
He'll  bear  me  to  the  port  of  peace ^ 

O'er  life's  tempestuous  tide. 

Blow,  breezes  of  the  spirit,  blow! 

And  spread  the  gospel  sails  ; 
Waft  down  thy  silent  breath  divine. 

In  sweet,  propitious  gales! 

For  here  I  wait  with  Bible  chart 
;      The  compass  God  has  given; 
\  And  soon  I'll  leave  these  shores  of  time 
;      To  make  the  port  of  heaven. 

\  No  star  shines  on  the  brow  of  night, 

A  cheering  watch  to  me; 
!  No  moon  hangs  out  her  lamp  to  li<jht 

My  pathway  o'er  the  sea. 

And  yet  I  have  a  Star  to  guide. 
More  bright  than  pparkling  gem; 

It  pierces  through  the  darkest  cloud 
"  The  Star  o^' Bethlehem." 

.Land!  land!  the  hopeful  watcher  cries 

in  faith's  extreme  delight; 
Land!  land!  each  joyous  soul  replies. 

Fair  Canaan  heaves  in  sight. 

Behold  ten  thousand  on  the  shore! 

A  shining  host  they  stand; 
To  hail  our  glorious  coming  there. 

To  that  celestial  laud. 


lb  SEAIVIAN'S  COrstiLHl. 

Words  by  J.  H.  H.  i Coronation.) 
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1.  O  thou  whose  matchless  power  controls  The  roarings    of    the     se«, 
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Our  hearts  incline  to       love    thy  word,  And  draw  us   Lord       to     thee. 
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Our  hearts  incline  to    love  thy  word,  And  draw  us  Lord  to       thee. 
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Tempestuous  billows  often  rise, 
And  stormy  passions  roar; — 

O  quell  each  hidden  sinful  thought. 
And  bid  us  upward  soar. 

Awake  anew  our  souls  to  sing. 

In  strains  of  fervent  love; 
O  wake  again  our  fallen  harps. 

Attuned  to  those  abovo 

May  grateful  tributes  here  ascend. 

In  sweet  melodious  lays, 
Thy  watch-care    may  we  ever  bias*. 

Ai3d  joyous  chuat  thy  praise 
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S'weet  Home.    C.  M. 

When  on  the  ocean's  towering  foam 

My  voyage  I  still  pursue, 
For  the  dear  objects  left  at  home, 

I'll  nightly  prayer  renew. 

If  earthly  home,  with  pleasure  pure, 
So  much  delight  the  heart! 

How  happy  they  who  heaven  secure. 
As  their  rich  better  part  ? 

To  be  at  home,  and  there  to  stay. 
Where  the  blest  Jesus  reigns! 

Ill  that  bri^jht  world  of  endless  day. 
What  higher  joy  remains  ? 

For  in  th:it  home  the  God  of  grace. 

His  glory  does  display; 
And  saints  and  angels  see  his  face 

-Through  an  eternal  day. 

Seamen  Siiiginjr      C.  M. 

How  sweet  the  songs  o'  €iion  sound 
When  seamen  tune      eir  voice 

In  praise  to  him  who  r  /gns  on  high. 
And  bids  the  world  rejoice. 

They  sing,  to  tell  how  God  has  sent 
Deliverance  from  the  storm, 

And  brought  them  to  their  port  in  peace, 
By  his  almighty  arm. 

They  sing,  and  tell  of  matchless  love 

Of  him  who  died  to  save; 
Who  now  in  glory  reigns  above, 

To  rescue  from  the  grave. 

Sing  on,  dear  seamen,  sing  and  tell 

Of  all  Emanuel's  love! 
And  may  you  rise  and  sit  on  high, 

And  reign  with  him  above 


My  Father's  House.    C.  M. 

R.    TL'RNBOLL. 

There  is  a  place  of  sacred  rest, 

Far,  far  beyond  the  skies. 
Where  beauty  smiles  eternally. 

And  pleasure  never  dies. 

My  Father's  house,  my  heavenly  home. 

Where  "  many  mansions"  stand, 
;  Prepared,  by  hands  divine,  for  all 
Who  seek  the  better  land. 

When  tossed  upon  the  waves  of  life. 
With  fear  on  every  side, — 

When  fiercely  howls  the  gathering  storm 
And  foams  the  angry  tide. 

Beyond  the  storm,  beyond  the  gloom, 
Breaks  forth  the  light  of  morn, 

Bright  beaming  from  my  Father's  house, 
To  cheer  the  soul  forlorn. 

Yes,  even  at  that  fearful  hour, 
When  death  shall  seize  its  prey. 

And  from  the  place  that  knows  us  novr. 
Shall  hurry  us  away. 

The  vision  of  that  heavenly  home 
Shall  cheer  the  p  irting  soul. 

And  o'er  it,  mounting  to  the  skies, 
A  tide  of  rapture  roll. 

In  that  pure  home  of  tearless  joy 
Earth's  parted  friends  shall  meet, 

With  smiles  of  love  that  never  fade. 
And  blessedness  complete. 

There,  there  adieus  are  sounds  unknown. 
Death  frowns  not  on  that  scene. 

But  life,  and  glorious  beauty,  shine. 
Untroubled  and  serene. 


20  WONDERS  OF  THE  DEER     C.  M. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Hemans.  {Peterborough.) 
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1.  He  that   in  vent'rous  barks  hath  been    A  wanderer  on     the  deep, 
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Go  ask  him  if  the  whirlpool's  roar, 
Whose  echoing  thunder  peals 

Loud,  as  if  rushed  along  the  shore, 
An  army's  chariot  wheels;  — 

Of  sea-fires,  which  at  dead  of  night, 

Shine  o'er  the  tides  afar, 
And  make  th'  response  of  ocean  bright 

As  heaven,  with  many  a  star. 


If  glorious  be  that  awful  deep, 

No  human  power  can  bind, 
What  then   art  Thou,  who  bid'st  it  keep 

Within  its  bounds  conlined  ! 
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AVho  is  my  Neigliborl    C.  31. 

Thy  neighbor  ?  It  is  he  whom  thou 
lliist  power  to  aid  and  bless — 

Whose  aching  heart,  or  burning  brow, 
Thy  soothing  hand  may  press. 

Thy  neighbor?   'tis  the  fainting  poor, 
Whose  eye  with  want  is  dim. 

Whom  hunger  sends  from  door  to  door; 
oo  thou  and  succor  him. 

Thy  neighbor?   'tis  that  weary  man. 
Whose  years  are  at  their  brim, 

But  low  with  sickness,  cares,  and  pain; 
Go  thou  and  comfort  him. 

Oh,  pass  not,  pass  not  heedless  by — 
Perhaps  thou  canst  redeem 

The  breaking  heart  from  misery — 
Go,  share  thy  lot  with  him! 

Ood  in  tlie  Sea.     C.  M. 

The  bard  of  Israel  swept  his  lyre 

In  praise,  O  Lord,  to  thee; 
Sung,  burning  with  the  sacred  fire, 

"  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea." 

So  bards  may  ever  tune  the  string 

To  ocean  bounding  free, 
While  "  many  waters"  ever  sing, 

"  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea." 

Go,  stand  upon  the  wave-washed  shore, 

Or  on  the  sheltered  lea, 
And  hear  the  bounding  billows  roar, 

•'  Thy  way  is  on  the  sea." 

Mark  how  the  surges  bound  along 

And  'fore  the  surges  flee! 
Hear  the  wild  tumult  swell  the  song, 

**  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea." 


Gaze  on  the  shipwrecked  mariner. 

And  hear  his  fervent  plea; 
Exclaiming,  as  the  ship  goes  down, 

"  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea." 
Thy  waters,  Lord,  from  distant  lands. 

Roll  up  their  praise  to  thee; 
Still  singing  o'er  the  golden  sands, 

"  'I'hy  way  is  in  the  sea." 


Courage  from  al>ove.     C.  M. 

BV    DR.    T.    F.    OVKES. 

Say  to  the  storms  exhaust  thy  rage. 

What  are  thy  gales  to  me  ? 
The  Saviour  is  my  hope,  my  friend. 

No  fear  can  rise  from  thee! 
In  fury  lash  the  shore  and  sea^ 

Cause  guilty  hearts  to  fear; 
But  why  should  I  sink  with  dismay. 

While  he  I  love  is  near. 
Great  Godl  thy  love  shall  be  ray  guide, 

While  sailing  o'er  the  sea; 
Thy  love  in  heaven  shall  be  my  song 

Through  all  eternity. 

For  Mariners.     C.  M. 

When  o'er  the  mighty  deep  we  rode. 

By  winds  and  storms  assail'd; 
We  raised  our  cries  to  ocean's  God, 

Whose  mercy  never  fail'd. 
The  raging  tempest  heard  thy  voice, 

The  winds  obey'd  thy  will; 
The  elements  withheld  their  noise. 

And  all  the  floods  were  still. 
With  joy  we  hail'd  the  distant  shore. 

And  safe  the  vessel  moor'd; 
With  grateful  hearts,  that  happy  hoar. 

We  praised  the  ocean's  Lord. 
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THE  THUNDER  STORM. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Hemana. 
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1.  Deep   fiery  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky,  Dead  stillness  reigns  in 
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breeze     on     high  The    gos    - 

The  roar  is  hushed,  the  wave's  at  rest, 

The  sea  is  dark'  and  still. 
Reflecting  on  thy  shadowy  breast 

Each  form  of  rock  and  rill. 
The  thunder  bursts!  its  rolling  might 

Seems  the  ocean  to  shake; 
And  in  terrific  splendor  bright, 

The  gathered  lightnings  break 


bear 
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Christ  stilling^  tlie  tempest.    C.   M. 

Behold,  upon  the  raging  sea. 

Tossed  by  the  foaming  wave, 
\  bark  is  struggling  in  the  gale, 

lier  valiant  crew  to  save, 
behold  the  billows,  raging  high, 

Are  breaking  o'er  her  bow; 
Those  men  who  once  disdained  to  fear. 

Are  struck  with  frenzy  now. 
They  look  around  with  frightful  gaze. 

As  billows  o'er  them  sweep, 
While  one,  their  Master  and  their  Guide, 

Lies  calmly  down  to  sleep. 
Now  see  the  Saviour  calmly  rise. 

And  ask  them  why  they  fear: 
No  harm  to  them  can  e'er  befall. 

While  Christ  their  Lord  is  near. 

He  bids  the  winds  their  fury  cease; 

He  bids  the  waves  be  still; 
The  raging  wind,  the  swelling  flood, 

Obey  his  sovereign  will. 

Though  he  in  flesh  no  longer  dwells, 
His  power  is  still  the  same; 

No  winds  nor  waves  need  those  disnaay 
W"ho  trust  in  Jesus'  name.      j.  f.  r. 

The  Victor's  Gro-tvn.    C.  M. 

A  bright  unfading  crown  doth  grace 
The  victor's  deathless  head, 

Who  swift  hath  run  the  heavenly  race. 
And  to  the  goal  hath  sped. 

Who  for  his  brow  that  wreath  would  win 
Must  lay  aside  each  weight. 

And  cast  away  the  robe  of  sin 
That  would  his  feet  beset. 


Who  runneth  for  the  peerless  prize. 

And  would  not  run  in  vain. 
Must  keep  before  his  eager  eyes 

The  garland  he  would  gain. 
He  must  forget  who  runs  the  race. 

The  ground  already  passed. 
And  to  the  mark  must  forward  prefis. 

With  ever  active  haste. 
Whose  spirit  vould  not  faint,  nor  miff 

The  joy  of  him  that's  crowned. 
Must  view  the  cloud  of  witnesses 

That  compass  him  around. 
But,  most  of  all,  be  ever  met 

The  crowning  Conqueror's  eye. 
Who,  for  the  joy  before  him  set. 

Won  the  great  victory. 

Clirist  the  Ransom.    C.  M. 

BY  REV.  S.  HOWB 

Sweet,  on  the  mourning  captive's  ear 

The  notes  of  ransom  ring, 
The  broken,  fainting  heart  to  cheer, 

And  hopes  of  freedom  bring. 
To  sin-bound  souls,  O  doubly  blest! 

Is  Jesus'  precious  name, 
In  whom  to  seek  for  joy  and  rest; 

Release  from  sin  and  shame. 
And  sweet  to  tell,  to  sinners  lost, 

Of  Him  who  freely  gave 
His  blood,  his  life — how  great  the  cost! 

Our  rebel  world  to  save. 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  gladly  swell 

The  notes  of  joyful  praise; 
On  Jesus'  name  still  constant  dwell. 

In  ever  rapturous  lays. 
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Eartbly  and  Heavenly  Home.  C.  M. 

BY   D.   RA.DF«">*ID 

Where  is  thy  home  ■   1  asked  a  cnnd. 

Who  in  the  rooming  air,  [mild, 

Was  twining  flowers  nriost  sweet  and 

In  garlands  for  her  hair. 
My  home?  the  happy  child  replied, 

And  smiled  in  childish  glee, 
Is  on  the  sunny  mountain's  side. 

Where  soft  winds  wander  free. 
Oh!  blessings  fall  on  artless  youth. 

And  all  its  rosy  hours, 
When  every  word  is  joy  and  truth, 

And  treasures  live  in  flowers. 
Where  is  thy  home  thou  lonely  man  ? 

I  asked  a  pilgrim  gray; 
Who  came  with  furrowed  brow  and  wan 

Slow  musing  on  his  way. 
He  paused; — and  with  a  solemn  mien 

Upturned  his  holy  eyes. 
The  land  I  seek  thou  ne'er  hast  seen, 

My  home  is  in  the  skies. 
Ohl  blest,  thrice  blest  the  heart  must  be. 

To  whom  such  thoughts  are  given. 
Who  walks  from  worldly  fetters  free, 

Its  only  home  is  Heaven. 

Grave  of  a  Sea  Captain.    Li.  M. 

Here  in  this  lonely  humble  bed, 

Where  myrtle  and  wild  roses  grow, 
A  son  of  ocean  rests  his  head, 

For,  reader,  'tis  his  watch  below. 
Long  hath  he  done  his  duty  well, 

And  battled  with  the  stormy  blast ; 
But  now  when  gentler  breezes  swell, 

He's  safely  moored  in  peace  at  last. 
Tread  lightly,  sailors,  o'er  his  grave, 

His  virtues  claim  a  kindred  teir  ; 
And  yet  why  mourn  a  brother  brave  ? 

He  rests  from  all  his  labors  here. 


]  Tlie  Feaman's  Song.    li.  !>I.     watts 

]  Would  you  behold  the  works  of  God, 
:  His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad  ? 
;  With  hiirdy  mariners  survey 
\  The  unknown  regions  of  the  sea. 

\  They  leave  their  native  shores  behind, 
i  And  seize  the  favor  of  the  wind; 
]  Till  God  command,  and  tempests  rise, 
{  That  heaves  the  ocean  to  the  skies. 

I  When  land  is  far,  and  death  is  nigh, 
;  Bereaved  of  hope  to  God  they  cry; 
<  His  mercy  hears  their  loud  address, 
I  And  sends  salvation  in  distress. 

'  He  bids  the  winds  their  wrath  assuage, 
c  And  stormy  tempests  cease  to  rage; 
i  The  grateful  band  their  fears  give  o'er, 
\  And  hail  with  joy  their  native  shore. 

1  O,  may  the  sons  of  men  record 
^  The  wondrous  goodness  of  the  Lord; 
\  Let  them  their  purest  offerings  bring, 
And  in  the  church  his  glory  sing. 

Tlie  Pious  Fisliei-man's  Hymn.  C.  M. 

Great  universal  Lord  of  all 

Who  formed  the  flowing  deep. 

And  in  its  bosom,  for  our  use 
A  store  of  fish  doth  keep. 

Thy  providence  has  placed  me  here, 

To  earn  my  daily  bread; 
By  fishing  I  my  wants  supply. 

And  so  am  richly  fed. 

O  may  I  with  retui-ning  day, 
',      To  thee  my  tribute  bring, 
I  And  with  a  heart  replete  with   ov9 
^      Thy  praise  devoutly  singw 


OCEAN  MELODIES. 


25 


The  Bereaved  Parent's  Consolation. 

C.    M.       BY   L.   F.    BEECHER. 

Yes!  thou  art  gone  from  us  awuy: 

Up  to  thy  long  abode, 
Where  thou  shwlt  be  forever  near 

The  paiace  of  thy  God. 

Tis  even  so:  this  lovely  flower 

Was  nipped  before  it  bloomed! 
And  an  untimely  blast  has  swept, 

This  fair  one  to  the  tomb. 
Thou  wert  too  fair  to  bloom  below, 

Midst  groans  and  tears  and  sighs; — 
So  ministering  Angels  took  thee  hence, 

To  plant  thee  in  the  skies! 
Then  we  will  gladly  wipe  away 

The  tears  for  thee  we  shed; 
And  calmly  lay  thee  down  to  sleep 

In  silence  with  the  dead. 
Believing  this,  that  He,  in  whom 

Is  all  our  hope  and  trust, 
Will  send  his  guardian  Angels  down 

To  watch  thy  sleeping  dust. 
\nd  when  the  last  great  day  shall  come, 

He'll  bid  thee  joyful  rise, 
Clothed  in  immortal  vigor  then; 

To  bloom  beyond  the  skies. 

Happy  Deatli.     li.  M. 

Which  is  the  happiest  death  to  die  ? 
The  Christian  said  if  he  might  choose' 
Long  at  the  gates  of  bliss  would  lie, 
And  feast  his  spirit  ere  it  fly. 

Fain  would  I  catch  a  hymn  of  love, 
From  angel' s  harps  that  ring  above; 
That  those  around  my  bed  might  hear 
The  harp-notes  of  another  sphere. 


Voyage  of  Life.    C.  M.        3.  H.  O. 

As  onward  speeds  the  stately  ship 

Across  the  watery  main. 
Frail  man  is  hurried  swift  along, 

A  distant  shore  to  gain. 
With  varied  course  and  struggled  din, 

>  The  devious  way  is  traced; 

/  Thick  crowding  dangers  yawn  around, 

I      Unseen,  yet  oft  embraced. 

I  Dark,  threat'niiig  clouds  may  often  frown, 

>  Portending  sudden  wrath; 

\  Fierce  lightnings  dart  and  fervent  g/are 

I      Along  the  lurid  path. 

'  So  sorrow's  shades  are  o'er  us  throwHj 

\      And  adverse  billows  flow; 

I  The  tempest's  darts  fall  thiok  around, 

\      And  scatter  grief  and  wo. 

I  Yet  happy  he,  when  toils  are  o'er,  • 

I      Who  nears  the  port  above, 

I  Where  sin  and  wo  are  never  known, 

\      Bat  all  is  bliss  and  love. 

I  Hymn  at  Sea.     C.  M. 

\  BY  MKS.    L.   H.    SIGOURNEY. 

')  God  of  the  ever  rolling  deep, 
\       In  thee  is  all  our  trust, 
Who  bidd'st  the  mighty  surges  sweep. 

Yet  spare  a  child  of  dust. 
God  of  the  strong  unfathomed  tide. 
Whose  billows,  wild  and  dread, 
May  wreck  the  power  of  human  pride, 

And  whelm  it  with  the  dead. 
Oh  grant  us,  as  the  dove  of  old, 
<      Unto  the  ark  did  flee, 
I  As  seeks  the  lamb  the  shepherd's  fold; 
{     To  find  repose  in  Thee. 
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Fair  Wind.    C  M. 

O  who  can  tell,  that  never  sailed 

Among  the  glassy  seas,  [morn 

How  fresh  and  welcome  breaks  the 

That  ushers  in  a  breeze  I 
Fair  wind!     Fair  wind!     alow,  aloft, 

All  hands  delight  to  cry — 
As  leaping  through  the  parted  waves 

The  good  ship  makes  reply. 
Then  welcome  to  the  rushing  blast, 

That  stirs  the  waters  now — 
Ye  white  plumed  heralds  of  the  deep 

Make  music  round  her  prow! 
Good  sea-room  in  the  roaring  gale — 

Let  stormy  truiDpets  blow — 
But  chain  ten  thousand  fathoms  down 

The  sluggish  calm  below, 
riie  Holy  Spirit  like  the  wind, 

Invisible  to  all, — 
Comes  from  above  and  wafts  the  soul 

From  danger's  threatening  pall. 
May  heavenly  breezes  waft  me  o'er 

This  life's  tempestuous  sea, 
To  that  bright  land  and  peaceful  shore, 

And  rest  eternally. 

Free  Protection  for  all  Seamen. 

C.    M.  P.  s. 

The  Father  will  protect  and  shield, 

By  his  all-powerful  arm. 
The  children  of  his  tender  care, 

When  gilded  toys  may  charm. 
The  Son  will  intercede  for  them. 

And  plead  their  cause  above; 
He  freely  them  protects  by  grace. 

And  plumes  their  soul  with  love. 


The  Holy  Splr..  cueers  them  on. 

And  opens  to  their  sight 
Rich  fields  of  Leauty  from  above. 

And  gives  them  pure  delight. 

His  grace  protects  them  on  the  sea. 

When  angry  billows  roll; 
His  voice  will  dissipate  their  fear. 
And  nerve  their  trembling  soul. 

The  same  protection  all  must  have. 

And  ratified  by  God; 
He  can  alone  protection  grant, 

Who  shed  for  us  his  blood. 

All  nations  now  may  have  this  gift, 
^      Of  every  clime  and  tongue. 
If  they  will  bow  before  his  throne, 
Free  grace  shall  be  their  song. 

Tlie  Sailor  lionored.    C.  M. 

O  honored  saint,  O  glorious  place. 

The  bosom  of  our  Lord! 
What  can  so  much  display  his  grace 

To  those  he  bought  with  blood  ? 

But  many  a  Sailor,  poor  and  low. 
Weary  of  wandering  here. 

May  I,  though  vile,  be  favored  so, 
And  dry  up  every  tear  ? 

O  canst  thou,  wilt  thou,  dearest  Lord, 
Give  my  pooi  soul  this  rest; 

Shall  I,  when  storms  fulfil  thy  word. 
Repose  upon  thy  breast  ? 

Then  farewell  home,  and  foreign  charms 
Your  influence  now  shall  cease. 

Reclined  in  Christ  my  Saviour's  armtj 
I  rest  in  endless  peace. 
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Tlie  Last  Voyage.    C,  M. 

BY    WM.    B.    TAPPAN. 

He  tempts  once  more  the  smiling  deep: 

Sad  thoughts  crowd  on  his  joy — 
That  parting  hour  he  saw  her  weep — 

The  mother  o'er  her  boy. 
The  gallant  ship  has  spread  her  sail, 

With  her  did  hope  depart  ? 
Day  follows  day,  and  wherefore  fail 

Tidings  to  cheer  the  heart  ? 
They  know  not  of  the  ocean-caves. 

Where  men  and  treasures  lie, 
Buried  within  their  dreainless  graves, 

Beyond  e'en  fancy's  eye. 
Th;it  noble  ship — that  cheerful  crew —  ', 

What  in  the  storm  befel, 
Is  it  not  hidden  froin  our  view  ?  — 

The  last  great  day  shall  tell. 
That  hour,  of  friends  to  sooth  was  none; 

Of  shipmates,  none  to  pray; 
t    The  gulf  before  them — each,  alone, 

Mast  tread  the  trackless  way. 
O  Saviour!  hasten  thou,  and  save; 

Of  these  let  it  be  said: 
"  They  lie  in  that  unfathomed  grave, 

With  thy  own  faithful  dead.''' 

Clirist  revealetli  ilie  gospel.    C.  M. 

BY    N.    COLVER. 

God  of  the  land  and  rolling  flood, 

Throughout  thy  wide  domain, 
Thy  works  proclaim  the  mighty  God, 

But  7iot  the  Saviour's  reign. 
The  raging  storm,  the  heaving  flood, 

The  sun  that  shines  above, 
proclaim  the  wise  and  powerful  God, 

But  not  a  Saviour's  love. 


The  gospel  only  can  impart 
The  knowledge  of  thy  grace  J 

No  light  can  reach  and  cheer  the  heart, 
But  from  a  Saviour's  face. 

O  let  the  sons  of  ocean  be 

Converted  to  the  Lord; 
Then  shall  they  bear  to  realms  of  death, 

The  knowledge  of  thy  word. 


The   Sailor  Invited.    C.  M. 

C.   A,   WILSOX. 

Son  of  the  ocean  !  stop  and  think, 

Before  you  further  go  ; 
Why  linger  on  the  fearful  brink 

Of  sin,  despair,  and  woe  ? 

Son  of  the  ocean  !  you  must  die, 
How  soon  you  cannot  tell; 

Be  ready  for  Eternity  ; 

Tread  not  the  path  to  Hell. 

Son  of  the  ocean  !  Jesus  cries 
"  My  son  give  me  thine  heart;  ** 

Hear,  then,  O  sailor,  and  be  wise. 
And  choose  the  better  part. 

Son  of  the  ocean  !  Christians  pray. 
That  you  may  hear  his  voice ; 

That  you  may  come  without  delay. 
And  in  his  love  rejoice. 

Son  of  the  ocean  !  now  's  the  time 
To  seek  your  Father's  face  ; 

That  you  may  with  the  ransomed  shine 
In  Heaven,  that  glorious  place. 

Son  of  the  ocean  !    Angels  wait 
To  hear  you  say  "  I  come  ; " 

That  they  may  shout  in  Heaven's  gat^ 
"This  is  the  Sailor's  Home  !  " 
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Words  by  J.  H.  H. 


{Lalan.) 
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1.  The        glo-rious  morning  dawns,  And  opes  the    eye     of    day; 
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The      gen-tle  breezes  soft  -  ly  swell,  To  bear  us      far     a-way. 
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On  ocean's  treach'rous  tide, 

Our  bark  must  speed  her  way; — 

Perchance  contend  with  tempests  wild, 
And  lightning's  vivid  ray. 

O,  God  in  mercy  hear. 

And  thy  rich  blessings  send; 

Be  thou  around  our  devious  way, 
Our  guide  and  faithful  friend. 

And  when  life's  voyage  is  o'er,^ 

Its  scenes  forever  past, 
Around  thy  blissful  throne  above, 

May  we  appear  at  last. 
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Prayer  at  Sea.    S.  M.       c.  w.  b. 

Night  Cometh  o'er  the  sea! — 
The  stars  are  thick  on  high, 

And  every  wave  a  casket  is, 
Where  their  redections  lie. 

Night  o'er  the  treacherous  sea! 

Who  here  shall  see  the  light 
Of  the  glad  morn'  when  chased  away 

Are  all  the  mists  of  night  ? 

Father!  I  bow  to  thee! 

I  pray  Thee  guard  my  head. 
While,  sea-rocked,  here  I  rest 

Upon  a  wandering  bed. 

Once,  when  the  billows  roli'd 
And  rocked  in  midnight's  hour, 

Thy  Son  serenely  trod  the  sea. 
And  showed  his  wondrous  power. 

So  guide  as  o'er  the  glassy  deep — 
So  watch  our  evening  rest — 

Or  if  we  here  must  die, 

Grant  we  may  join  the  blest. 

Encouragement.     S.  M. 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take; 

Loud,  to  ilie  praise  of  love  divine. 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

Though  in  a  foreign  land. 
We  are  not  far  from  home; 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above, 
We  every  moment  come. 

His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine; 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 


The  Saviour  on  the  Sea.    S.  M. 

BY   A.   JORDAN. 

I'm  bound  upon  the  sea 

Where  Jesus  reigns  supreme; 
I  leave  the  shore  at  his  command. 

Forsaking  all  for  him. 
The  billows  of  the  sea. 

The  rocks,  the  waves,  the  wind. 
Are  small,  whatever  they  may  be. 

To  those  I  leave  behind. 
The  Lord  himself  will  keep 

His  people  safe  from  harm; 
Will  hold  the  helm,  and  guide  the  ship 

With  his  almighty  arm. 

The  Death  of  the  Righteous.     S.  M. 

O  for  the  death  of  those 

Who  slumber  in  the  Lord! 
O,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose. 

Like  theirs  my  last  reward! 
Their  bodies  in  the  ground. 

In  silent  hope,  may  lie. 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sonnd 

Shall  call  them  to  the  sky. 

Their  ransomed  spirits  soar. 

On  wings  of  faith  and  love. 
To  meet  the  Saviour  they  adore. 

And  reign  with  him  above. 
With  us  their  names  shall  live 

Through  long-succeeding  years, 
Einbaln)ed  with  all  our  hearts  can  give, 

Our  praises  and  our  tears. 
O  for  the  death  of  those 

Who  slumber  in  the  Lord! 
O,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
5      Like  theirs  my  last  reward' 


30  THERE'S  SORROW  ON  THE  DEEP 

Music  by  J.  M.  Hewes. 
Slofv^,  tvitli  expression*        ^ 


S.M. 

Words  by  J.  H.  H, 
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1 .  A  wail  comes  o'er  the  wave,And  speaks  of  sighing  there;  It  moans  where  billows 
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never  sleep, "  There's  sorrow  on  the  deep,' 


There's  sorrow  on  the      deep." 
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Around  the  dying  cot, 

Where  raging  fevers  glow, 
With  bursting  hearts  fond  shipmates  weep, — 

"There's  sorrow  on  the  deep." 

W^hen  threat'ning  clouds  appear. 

And  winds  and  waves  arise; 
When  o'er  the  main,  wild  tempests  sweep,— 

"  There's  sorrow  on  the  deep.'* 

Great  God  of  earth  and  skies 

In  mercy  deign  to  hear; 
In  danger's  hour  the  sailor  keep, — 

When  "  sorrow's  on  the  deep." 
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Pm:f«r  for  the  l^Iarlner.    S.  91. 

BY    MISS   M.    BALL. 

Dear  SaTiour,  teach  our  hearts 
To  feel  for  those  whose  home 

Is  on  the  stormy  ocean  cast, 
Amid  the  tempest's  foam. 

When  thunder  peals  around, 
And  lightnings  flash  on  high. 

Oh  cover  them,  and  'neath  t'hy  wing, 
Protected  may  they  lie. 

So  shall  they  sing  of  Thee, 
And  midst  the  calm  rehearse 

The  great  deliver;itice  of  thy  hands, 
In  humble  grateful  verse. 

Tlie  Sailor's  Prayer.    S.  M, 

Father,  the  storm  is  loud, 

No  light  beams  on  our  way. 
Save  when  o'er  yonder  thrent'ning  cloud, 

The  fearful  lightnings  play. 
The  frowning  heavens  above! 

The  yawning  deep  below! 
Far,  far  are  tho?e  we  fondly  love 

Where  can  the  Sailor  go  ? 
Father!  to  thee  we  turn, 

God  of  the  earth  and  sea, 
Our  haarts  are  sad,  our  bosoms  yearn. 

Our  fears  are  known  to  thee. 
O!  let  thine  eye  of  love. 

Beam  through  the  angry-storm. 
And  hope's  bright  image  from  above, 

Appear  in  dove-like  form! 
Father!  to  Thee  we  cry, 

God  of  the  earth  and  sea, 
fhy  powerful  arm  is  always  nigh — 

Our  hopes  repose  on  Thee. 


The  Temperance  Life  Boat.    S.  M« 

The  storm  is  on  the  deep. 

The  lightning  hovers  o'er 
The  seanjf-n  on  the  stricken  mastj 

And  raging  breakers  roar, 
A  cry  of  hope  is  heard. 

The  Life-boat  is  at  hand; 
Again  upon  the  steadfast  shore 

The  rescued  sailors  stand. 
We  see  the  raging  tide 

Of  double  death — and  send 
Our  Life  boat  in  the  simple  Pled£,<», 

Which  is  the  drunkard's  friend. 
To  heaven  we  lift  a  prayer. 

And  ply  our  watchful  oar. 
Convey  him  where  his  Saviour's  praise. 

May  greet  him  on  the  shore. 

The  Inebriate  -warned.     S.  9I> 

I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven 
Address  the  thoughtless  throng, 

Who  hasten  downward  to  the  tomb 
With  revelry  and  song. 

It  warned  them  not  to  quench 
The  deathless  flame  within, 

And  madly  dare  the  fearful  doom 
Of  unrepented  sin. 

It  warned  them  of  the  shame 

That  haunts  the  drunkard's  grave; 

And  of  that  leprosy  of  soul 
From  which  no  skill  can  save. 

I  looked,  and  thousands  fled 

The  tempter's  fatal  snare; 
But  some  were  number'd  with  the  dead 

Who  shall  their  doom  declare  ? 


32  THE  SAILOR'S  RETURN. 

Words  by  J.  H.  H. 


S.M. 

{Silver  StreetA 
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1.   Great  God!    E  -  ter  -  nal  King,  Whose  might  con  -  trols      the 
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In   grate  -  ful  strains  we   tune  our  hearts,  And  raise  our  thoughts  to  thee. 
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From  all  our  toils  and  woes, 
And  dangers  on  the  main, 

In  kindness,  O,  Almighty  God, 
We're  safely  moored  again. 

Around  the  sacred  shrine. 

Of  humble  prayer  and  praise. 

With  kindred  hearts  we  gladly  join, 
And  chant  our  grateful  lays. 

We  sing  thy  mercies,  Lord,  * 

And  thy  preserving  care; 

We  near,  our  God,  the  mercy  seft' 
And  fervent  worship  there 
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AtiacHment  to  <1ie  Church.    S.  M. 

DWiailT. 

I  lovK  th\  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  of  ihirie  abil?. 
The  churi;h  our  l)lest  Redeemer  saved 

With  his  own  precious  blood. 
I  love  thy  church,  O  God; 

Her  walls  hefoie  thee  stand. 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 

And  graven  on  thy  h.md 
For  her  my  tears  shall  fall; 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 

Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 
13eyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heaven  I  v  wavs, 
Her  svve^t  comiimnion,  solemn  vows, 

Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 
J^pus.  thou  Friend  divine, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Thy  iiand,  from  eveiy  snare  and  foe, 

Shall  great  deliverance  biing. 
Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

'I'o  Zion  shall  he  given 
The  brightest  glorias  earth  can  yield. 

And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

Heaveuly  Joy  ou  Karth.     S.  M. 

WATTS. 

Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known: 
Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne. 
The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banished  from  the  place; 
Keligi(!n  never  was  designed 

To  make  our  pleasures  lesa. 
13] 


^  Let  those  refits?  to  sm^ 

\      Who  never  knew  our  God; 

>.  But  children  of  ihe  heavenly  King 

\      May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

The  hill  of  Zion  yields 
<  .   A  thousand  s.icred  sweets. 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry; 
We're  marching  thro'  Immanuei's 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high.      [ground, 

Active  Piety.     S.  31.        sioourney. 
Laborers  of  Christ,  arise. 

And  gird  you  for  the  toil; 
The  dew  of  promise  from  the  ikie* 

Already  cheers  the  soil. 

Go  where  the  sick  recline. 

Where  mourning  hearts  deplore; 

And  where  the  sons  of  sorrow  pine. 
Dispense  yonr  hallowed  lore. 

Urge,  with  a  tender  zeal, 

The  erring  child  along 
Where  peaceful  congregations  kneel, 

And  pious  teachers  throrig. 

Be  faith,  which  looks  above, 

With  prayer,  your  constant  guest. 

And  wrap  the  Saviour's  changeless  love 
A  mantle  round  your  l)reasl. 

So  shall  you  share  the  wealth 
'J'hat  earth  may  ne'er  despoil. 

And  the  blest  gospel's  saving  health 
Repay  your  arduous  toil 
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SAILOR'S  HOPE.    H.  M. 

fVordt  by  J.  H.  H. 


{Lenox) 


jljj^"' — T-j \ ^ * 


■o- 


-»-:»=z^zr:*z: 


ri-;:=--:r=t; 


j       1.   Sai  -  lor,  lift     up      thy  voice,  And  cast  thy  thoughts  a 


iipzzn: 


5: 


?EE&t=±3:t 


:^^=#: 


I    1 >    ~1 

bove,  Pro-claim    a- far    the    joys    Of  Christ's  re-deern-ing 


SE3Er 


d— riit=i 


tz: 


t4-«— r=F-^- 
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love. 


With     tune  -  ful     hearts   the 


-^^ 


:p: 


With  tune  -  ful  hearts  the       cho  -  rus     sing.  With 


tzSEE?; 


EE:E 


if-tzztzr 


cho  -  rus    sing.  With     tune-ful  hearts  the      cho  -  rus  sing 


—   T O- 


tune-ful  hearts    the    cho -rus  sing,  And         praise 
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Kim 


great 


Th/  bnrk  he'll  safely  guide 

()'«'r  the  niging,  irucUless  deep, 
And  lull  the  swelling  tide — 

Thy  soul  in  mercy  keep: 
lie  is  thy  Pilot  on  the  Wiive, 
He  will  from  all  thy  dungers  save. 
Then  trust  in  him  alone, 

When  storms  around  thee  roar, — 
To  the  CHlesti;il  throne, 

On  f.ith's  bright  pinions  soar: 
He'll  moor  thee  s.ife  on  Canaan's  shore 
Wiiere  storms  siiall  beat  and  rage  no  more. 

Tlie  Seaman's  Friend,     H.  M. 

BV    REV.    D.    C.    EDDY. 

God  IS  the  seamen's  friend, 
When  in  the  house  of  prayer; 

The  knee  with  soul  he  bends. 
And  pours  his  hotnage  there. 

Cod  is  the  firm  and  constant  friend, 

Wliile  quick  to  heaven  his  prayers  ascend. 

God  is  the  seaman's  friend. 

While  home  he  seeks  for  rest; 

He  doth  his  mt-rcy  lend. 

To  make  his  hearth -side  blest; 

3od  gives  liim  wife  and  child  to  love, 

And  balmy  bkssings  from  above. 


might    -  y 


God  is  the  seaman's  friend. 
When  billows  dash  on  high; 

He  doth  the  life-boat  send. 

When  storms  and  death  are  nigh; 

'Tis  God's  own  hand  that  doth  provide. 

For  him  who  roams  upon  the  tide. 

\  My  own  Ship's  Company.    H.  M. 

\  BV    CAPT.    T.    ATWOOD. 

<OI   God  of  sailors,  hear, 
\      While  we  before  thee  bend, 
(  And  answer  this  our  prayer; 
•      On  us  thy  spirit  send; 
\  We  have  no  plea  before  thy  throne. 
But  trust  in  thee  by  faith  alone. 
O,  hear  the  sailor  now 

Confess  his  sins  and  grief, 
Melting  before  thee  bovv. 

Grant,  grant  him  quick  relief; 
Wash  and  control  with  Jesus'  blood. 
And  fill  the  soul  with  love  to  God. 
Thy  promise.  Lord,  is  sure. 
We  cl;iim  it  as  our  own; 
And  praying,  still  endure. 

To  wrestle  at  thy  '.hrone. 
Till  thou  shalt  say,  *'  Now  sailor  live; 
My  blood  to-day  new  life  shall  give.*' 
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Words  by  J.  H.  H. 


A  MISSIONARY.  8s,  7s  &  4. 

{Siberia.) 
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Bear,  O    benr  the    blessed 
Haste  thee  on  O'er     ratrincr 


gospel,  Th'  ra-diant  beams  of  heavenly  light, 
billows,  Spread  the  flowing     canvas      wide, 


:?i3=^&;?:f?Es:tf=^S-p5f^^ti&r* 


:i:iEEfet:tEE?: 


poor. enshrouded        pagan,  Groping      in      the 
el         fetters,  Stay  the  roU-ing, 


To  the     , .  ^ - 

Haste  to  break  the  cru 


aiE^z^zj^z^ij^z^ 
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Hardy 
Christian 


sailor, 
sailor. 


sailor 
sailor. 


Bear  the  glorious 
Gladly  soiiiui  the 


-  \- 

bread  of 
•ros-pel 


life. 
trump. 
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There,  where  blind,  benighted  pagans 

Bow  before  their  idol  shrine, 
Let  the  gospel's  light  be  kindled, 

And  in  all  its  beauty  shine. 
Blessed  gospel. 
Let  it  spread  from  shore  to  shore. 
Bear  his  name,  the  lowly  Savior, 

To  a  dark  and  heathen  shore. 
Til!  the  gloom  of  idol  worship. 

Shrouds  the  souls  of  men  uo  more. 
Pious  sailor. 
Bear  the  cross  of  Christ  afar. 


?- 
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Tlie  Saviour  Asleep.    C.  J>I. 

BY  MISS  M.  B4LI..        (UHlerma.) 
But  as  thev  sailed  He  fell  asleep, 

And  on  the  sea  th^re  came 
A  stortii  of  wind,  whose  furious  sweep 

No  vessel  could  sustain. 
They  haste  in  terror  to  his  side, 

"  Lord,  save  us  from  the  vStorm," 
He  rose,  the  furious,  swelling  tide 

Beheld  its  Maker's  form. 
And  sank  as  childhood  sinks  to  rest, 

Upon  its  mother's  knee, 
The  winds  to  softest  whispers  lulled, 

Seemed  lost  in  ecstacy. 
That  voice,  its  cadence  was  the  same, 

As  when  of  old  it  fell 
On  their  chaotic  waves,  and  gave 

Their  form,  their  lise,  their  swell. 
30  Mariner  in  every  hour, 

Call  on  his  nan>e  who  saves. 
And  thou  shall  hear  when  dangers  lower, 

His  voice  who  calms  the  waves. 

Mldniglit  Pi'ayer.    8s  &  7s.      m.  b. 
Hark!   upon  the  midnight  air. 
Comes  the  voice  of  grateful  prayer, 
'Tis  the  hour  when  sailors  keep 
Lonely  watches  on  the  deep. 

All  alone  he  kneeU  to  pray, 
To  his  God,  whose  trackless  way, 
Lieth  where  the  boisterous  sea, 
Uttereth  its  symphony. 

He?  i^en  attends  the  sailor's  prayer, 
God  our  God  is  with  iiim  'here. 
And  though  midnight  reigns  around, 
lie  a  Betbel  there  hath  found 


Deliverance  from  dangler*    7». 

BY   MRS.    SIOCURNEY. 

Ruler  of  the  earth  and  sky, 

VViio  the  mighty  deep  doth  hold 
In  the  hollow  of  Thy  hand. 

By  thy  slightest  vjrord  controlled; 
Who  the  stormy  winds  do-st  curb, 

Rushing  on  their  midnight  path,. 
And  the  reeling  vessel  save 

From  the  tetnpest  of  their  wrath; 
Thou  from  shipwreck  and  despair 

Didst  our  souls  in  safety  set, 
When  all  human  help  was  vain, 

May  we  ne'er  thy  love  forget; 
i  Ne'er  the  tender  mercy  grieve. 

That  upheld  us  when  we  prayed, 
Nor  the  sacred  promise  break. 

That  in  danger's  hour  we  made. 

Be  not  afraid.    7s.     (Watchman  tell  ubV 

BY^MISS    M.    BALL. 

Tossing  on  a  stormy  sea, 

Lay  the  men  of  Gallilee, 

Loud  and  fiercely  blew  the  wind. 

Fear  oppressed. each  anxious  mind. 

But  in  peril's  darkest  hour. 

He  was  near  of  mighty  power, 

And  in  accents  sweet  He  said, 

"  it  is  I,  be  not  afraid  I" 

Timid  ones,  oppressed  with  fear. 

Know  ye  not  that  He  is  near. 

Who  sublimely  walked  the  wave, 

>  All  omnipotent  to  save  ? 

\  Cheer  thee,  IMariner, — Good  cheer! 

\  As  a  spirit  He  is  near; 

I  Fear  thee  not,  for  He  liath  said. 

I"  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid'" 
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8s  &  7s. 

(BavartA.) 

-! 1 , 1 -f 


i        Sail  -  ing    on      the  boisterous   o  -  cean  P'ar  from 
}        Lord  from  thee     we  seek  pro  -  tec-tion,  Guide  and 


^T 


By  thee  guar-ded,  God    of     bat  -tie,  War  is 


-#r*- 


~E*EEt^!E?:E?EHEu=EEE^^E^E^i 

home  and  far  from   land,  ^  Foes  may  threaten  thun-ders 
guard  us  with  thy  hand. 


iil;i;SJJ3iil5iiiii; 

safe-ty,  storms  se  -  cure. 


D.  C. 


rat  -  tie,  winds  and  waves  their     fu    -    ry        pour, 


When  with  fears  and  dangers  compassed, 

May  we  find  thee  strong  to  save; 
All  our  hope,  our  trust  we  centre, 

In  his  might  who  walked  the  wave; 
May  thy  mercy  safe  return  us, 

From  the  perils  of  the  deep, 
In  the  world's  wide  ocean  keep  us, 

Heav'n's  the  haven  that  we  seek. 
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The  Soul.    C.  M, 
flow  beautiful  the  setting  sun! 

Ttie  clouds  how  bright  and  guy  I 
The  stars,  appsarisig  nue  by  one, 

How  beautiful  are  theyl 
And  when  the  moon  climbs  up  the  sky, 

And  sheds  her  gentle  light, 
And  hangs  her  crystal  lamp  on  high, 

]^ow  beautiful  is  night! 
And  can  it  be  I  am  possessed 

Of  something  brighter  far? 
Glows  there  a  light  within  this  breast 

Outshining  every  star? 
Yes:  should  the  sun  and  stars  turn  pale. 

The  mountains  melt  away. 
This  flame  within  shall  never  fail, 

But  live,  in  endless  day. 

Tile  Jubilee.    C.  M. 

What  heavenly  music  do  I  hear, 

Salvation  sounding  free! 
Ye  souls  in  bondage  lead  an  ear, 

This  is  the  Jubilee. 
^Good  news,  good  news  to  Adam's  race. 

Let  Christians  all  agree; 
To  sing  redeeming  love  and  grace. 

This  is  the  Jubilee. 

The  gospel  sounds  a  sweet  release. 

To  all  in  [uisery. 
And  bids  them  welcome  home  to  peace, 

This  is  the  Jubilee. 

Jesus  is  on  the  mercy  seat, 

Before  him  bend  the  knee. 
Let  heaven  and  earth  his  praise  repeat. 

This  is  the  Jabilee. 


Sinners  be  wiie,  retnrn  and  comC; 

Unto  the  Saviour  flee; 
The  S.iviour  bids  you  welcome  home. 

This  is  the  Jubilee. 
Come  ye  redeemed,  your  tribute  bring, 

With  songs  of  harmony. 
While  on  the  road  to  Canaan  sing. 

This  is  the  Jubilee. 

A  Psalm  of  Life.    89  &,  7* 

Tell  nie  not  in  mournful  numbers, 
lAfe  is  but  an  empty  dream! 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 
And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real!  Life  is  earnest! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal; 
Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  returnest. 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 
Is  our  destined  end  or  way; 

But  to  act  that  each  lo-morrow 
Finds  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting. 

And  our  hearts  tho'  stout  and  brave, 

Still  like  muffled  drums  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sand  of  time; 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another. 
Sailing  o'er  life  s  solemn  main, 

A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother. 
Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 
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Marriage  Hymu.    Ij.  M.        p.  s. 

With  ErlowinLr  hearts  <.'reat  Gnd.  our  King, 
Help  us  in  joyous  strains  to  sing, 
And  celebrate  thy  boundless  love. 
For  sacred  rights,  from  Heaven  above, 
When  man,  lone  man,  in  Kden's  bovver, 
Was  musing  on  creative  power, 
And  nature  smiling  with  delight. 
And  all  was  lovely  in  His  sight; 
Before  one  groan  had  rent  the  air, 
When  God-like  man  was  free  from  care, 
A  voice  from  the  Celestial  Throne 
Says,  *'  It  18  not  good  to  be  alone." 
A  *•  help  meet"  then  for  man  He  made, 
To  cheer  his  heart,  and  lend  him  aid  ; 
While  sailing  o'er  the  sea  of  time. 
By  mutual  love  and  strength  combined. 
Congenial  spirits  I  may  you  glide. 
In  union  stveet  o'er  life's  rough  tide, 
And  each  arrayed  in  tiiat  bright  land 
In  marriage  robes  at  God's  right  hand. 
There,  those  will  meet  who  highly  prize 
The  wedding  garment  of  the  wise. 
Saints,  like  the  angels,  there  will  be, 
In  that  sweet  home — Eternity. 


SaTjltath  Evenlnjf  Ilj'mn.    C.  Mc 

BY    MRS    L.    II.    SIGOURNEV. 

We  thank  thoe,  Father,  for  the  day 

That,  robed  In  twilight  .sweet, 
Doth  linger  eie  it  p.ss  away. 

And  le;id  us  to  thy  feet. 
We  thanU  theo  for  its  healing  rest 

To  weary  toil  and  care; 
Its  prsiise,  within  thy  temple  blest — 

Its  holy  balm  of  pi  aver. 
Forgive  u.s,  if  with  spirit  cold, 

\Ve  breathed  the  mormnrer's  moan, 
Or  failed  to  gnisp  the  chiiin  of  gold. 

That  links  us  to  thy  throne. 
O  grant,  thai  when  thi.s  sp  in  of  life 

In  evening  shade  shall  close. 
And  all  its  vanity  .md  strife 

Tend  to  their  long  repose, 
We,  for  the  sake  of  Him  who  died. 

Our  Advocate  and  F'liend, 
May  share  that  Sabbath  at  thy  side 

VVhich  never  more  shall  end. 


Flight  of  Time.    S.  M. 

Another  day  is  past, 

'J'he  hours  forever  fled, 
And  time  is  bearing  us  awpy 

To  mingle  with  the  dead. 
Our  minds  in  perfect  peace 

Our  Father's  caie  shall  keep; 
We  yield  to  gentle  slumber  now, 

For  thoa  canst  never  sleep. 

IIow  bh'ssed.  Lord,  are  they 
On  thee  securely  stayed  I 

Nor  shall  they  be  in  life  alarmed. 
Nor  be  in  death  dismayed. 


All  one  in  Clirist,     S.  M.    beddomb. 
Let  party  names  no  more 

The  Christian  world  o'erspread: 
Gentile  and  Jew,  and  bond  and  free. 

Are  one  in  Christ,  their  IJead. 
Among  the  saints  on  earth 

Let  mutual  love  be  found — 
Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance. 

With  mutual  blessings  ci owned. 
Thug  will  the  church  below 
5       Resemble  that  above, 
I  Where  streams  of  endless  pleasure  flow, 
)      And  every  heart  is  love. 
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The  gitla  of  God  perverted.    H.  M. 

(ituJ  gavtt  the  ffift  to  tn;in; 

But  man  with  fital  skill, 
DiMised  and  fDrrned  thp  plan 

'I'd  c-ii  inge  th^"  good  for  iil: 
The  poison,  tortured  from  the  cane, 
Like  riaiiison  hath  its  thousands  slain. 
God  gave  the  golden  grain 

To  hungry  man  for  food; 
But  querulous  and  vain, 

ile  spurn'd  the  protfer'd  good: 
And  Egypt's  slothful  sons,  athirst. 
Drew  forth  the  maddening  beverage  first. 

God  gave  the  clustering  vine: 

Ingenious  man  perverse, 
Exchang'ti  the  boon  for  wine, 

And  wrought  fair  Canaan's  cure; 
The  patriarch,  who  had  safely  past 
The  deluge,  was  o'erwhelmed  at  lust. 

To  earth  the  cup  be  hurled, 
That  holds  an  adder's  sting, 

And  let  us  pledge  the  world 
With  nectar  from  the  spring; 

That  hence,  like  Rechab's ancient  line, 

rho'  prophets  urge,  we  drink  no  wine. 

The  Temperance  Sliip.    H.  I»I. 

Speed,  speed  the  temperance  ship! 

Ye  winds  fill  every  sail, 
Behold  her  on  the  deep. 

Outriding  every  gale. 
The  tempest's  fury  she  out-braves, 
And  hosts  of  deathless  drunkards  saves. 

Speed,  speed  the  Temperance  ship! 

Who  joins  us  in  the  cry  ? 
Mothers  may  cease  to  weep, 

Our  ship  is  passing  by: 


^  We  wish  to  taKe  you  all  on  board— 
I  A  fi  eight  of  mercy  to  the  Lord. 

I  Speed,  speed  the  Temperance  ship! 

\       Tor  her  we'll  ever  pray, 

I  'Tis  God  alone  can  keep 

i       III  safety,  night  and  day; 

>  On  him  well  evtrmore  depend, 

>  Who  is  the  contrite  drunkard's  friend. 

I  Speed,  speed  the  Temperance  ship! 

j       Ye  young  and  aged  shout, 

<  Behi>ld  her  o'er  the  deep, 

\      With  all  her  streamers  out. 
Bound  for  the  true  tee-total  shore — 
Where  streams  of  death  are  drank  no  mor« 


Temperance  Hymn.    7s  &  6s. 
LVRE. 

How  long  shall  virtue  languish. 
How  long  shall  folly  reign. 

While  many  a  heart  with  anguish 
Is  weeping  o'er  the  slain? 

I  How  long  shall  dissipation 
I       Her  deadly  waters  pour, 
:  Throughout  this  favored  nation, 
Her  millions  to  devour? 

We  hail  with  joy  unceasing 

'l"he  band  whose  pledge  is  given 

Whose  numbers  are  increasing 
Amid  the  smiles  of  Heaven. 

Their  virtues,  never  failing. 
Shall  lead  to  brighter  days, 

Whero  holiness,  prevailing, 
Shall  fill  the  earth  with  praiM. 
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SAILOR'S  IiriVIN. 


8s  &  7s. 

{Bounding  Billows.) 


^'W^hs: 


1.  Toss'd  up -on  life's  rag-ing    bil-low,   Sweet  it      is     O 


Lord  to  know,  Thou  didst  press  a  sailor's  pil-low,  Thou  didst 


iiilgiiiiipjiiifjilii 


r=t=:i:c=t::it:z:?:i: 


:t:±:p=i::±t:-:±t=:c:t:t-rf±:-C::iz?i 

press  a  sailor's  pillow,  And  canst  feel  a    sailor's      wo. 
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Thou  canst  calm  the  raging  ocean, 

All  its  noise  and  tumult  still;  — 
Hush  the  tempest's  wild  commotion, 
Hush  the  tempest's  wild  commotion, 

At  the  bidding  of  thy  will. 
Thus  my  heart,  the  hope  will  cherish, 

While  to  thee  I  lift  mine  eye; 
Thou  wilt  save  me  ere  I  perish, 
Thou  wilt    save  me  ere  I  perish, 

Thou  wilt,  hear  the  sailor's  cry. 


OCEAN  MELODIES. 
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liCt  Me  Go     8s  *  7s.      wm.  baxteb. 
Let  rjie  g(t;   my  soul  is  weary 

Of  ihe  chiiu  whith  hinds  it  here; 
Let  iny  spirit  Ijend  its  pinion 

To  a  brii/|iter,  h;)!ier  sphere.         [me 
Earth,  'tis  true,  hath  fri-^nds  who  bless 

VViih  their  fond  and  f.iithfal  love; 
But  the  hand  of  angels  beckon 

Me  to  brighter  climes  above, 
Let  me  go:  for  earth  hath  sorrow. 

Sin,  and  pain,  and  bitter  tears; 
All  its  paths  are  dark  and  dreary — • 

All  its  hopes  are  fraught  with  fears; 
Short-lived  are  its  brightest  flowers, 

Soon  its  cherished  joys  decay; 
Let  me  go;  I  fain  would  leave  it 

For  the  realms  of  endless  day. 

Home-ward  Bound,    Ss  &  Ts. 

Whither  goe^  thou  sailor  stranger. 

Roaming  o'er  the  raging  main  ? 
Know'st  thou  not  'tis  full  of  danger. 

And  will  not  thy  toils  be  vain  ? 
"  No,  I'm  bound  for  the  kingdom,   &c. 
Storms  may  gather  wild  around  thee, 

Winds  and  waves  their  wrath  unite; 
Then  will  not  dread  fear  astound  thee, 

Veil  thy  hopes  in  darkest  night. 
No,  I'm  bound,  &c. 

Stovm  at  Sea.    8s  &  7s.        j.  H.  H. 
Dark  and  fearful  clouds  appearing, 

Spread  their  mantling  forms  around, 
Deep"ning,  black'ning,  and  careering, 

Veiling  earth  in  gloom  profound; 
Howling  winds  in  fury  driven, 

Fiercely  rage  and  loudly  roar. 


Rending  earth  and  shaking  heaven. 

With  their  rude  and  frantic  power. 
Sadly  heaves  the  migtity  ocean. 

Far  its  moaning  voice  resound?. 
As  the  teinpesi's  wild  commotion. 

O'er  its  restless  bosom  sweeps; 
Billows  mighty  upward  tending. 

Raise  their  crested  heads  on  high. 
Foaming,  dashing  and  descending. 

Delving  sea  and  spanning  sky. 
Hoarse  the  deep-toned  thunders  pealing, 

Roll  afiir  in  sullen  wrath. 
Flash  on  flash  the  lightnings  stealing, 

Fitful  trace  their  glowing  path; 
Then  the  hardy  sailor  gazes 

O'er  the  raging,  troubled  waves. 
Fervently  his  cry  he  raises. 

While  the  tempest's  power  he  braves 

The  Saviour's  Invitation.    Ss  &  7s. 

Toilworn  Sailor,  come  and  welcome. 
To  my  glorious  feast  of  love, 

I  now  stand  with  arms  extended. 
Calling  you  to  joys  above; 

;  I  will  light  thee  o'er  life's  ocean; 

;      By  the  Star  of  glory  bright; 
Fill  thy  heart  with  peace  and  rapture; 
Plume  thy  soul  with  wings  of  light. 

When  the  voyage  of  life  is  over, 

Then  you'll  launch  upon  that  sea, 
Clear  as  crystal  are  its  waters. 

Placid  will  its  bosom  be — 
Can  you  still  resist  my  spirit  ? 

Can  you  slight  niy  love  and  grace  ? 
Must  you  perish  in  your  blindness  ? 

Come  and  run  the  heavenly  race. 
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CHEERFUL   HOPE.     7s  &  6s. 


Tho'  hard  the  winds  are  blowing  And  loud  the  billows  roar; 


1    ino  nara  i 
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Full  swift-ly   we  are 
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go-ing  To   our  dear  na-tive 


-i — I — 

The  billows  breaking  o'er  us, 

The  storms  that  round  us  swell, 
Are  aiding  to  restore  us 

To  all  we  loved  so  well. 
So  sorrow  often  presses 

Life's  mariner  along, 
Afflictions  and  distresses 

Are  gales  and  billows  strong 
The  sharper  and  severer 

The  storm  of  life  we  meet, 
Th«-  sooner  and  the  nearer 

Is  Heaven's  eternal  seat. 
Come  then,  afflictions  dreai), 

Sharp  sickness  pierce  my  breast; 
Vou  only  bear  the  weary 
More  quickly  home  lo  rest. 
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Tile  Child  on  the  Sea.    7a  &  6s.    p.  s. 

Just  launched  upon  the  ocean, 

Where  billows  madly  ri<ie, 
And  gloomy  clouds  are  frowning. 

And  veil  youth's  radiant  skies. 
Each  child's  frail  bark  is  sailing 

Upon  life's  raging  deep. 
But  winds  and  waves  assail  them, 

They  sigh  and  groan  and  weep. 
Behold!  upon  this  ocean, 

A  life-boit  sweetly  rides; 
Its  saving  shipwrecked  children. 

While  o'er  the  sea  it  glides. 
Kind  teachers  in  this  Life-boat, 

Sail  round  you  with  delight, 
From  wo  and  death  to  save  you, 

They  point  where  all  is  bright 
The  Saviour  is  this  Life-boat, 

From  heaven  he  raine  to  save. 
He  walkefl  upon  the  oce;in, 

And  calmed  the  mountain  wave. 
His  arms  embrace  dear  children. 

For  them  he  shed  his  blood; 
And  died  for  your  redemption; 

Behold!  the  Lamb  of  God! 

Life  rapidly  pasting  a^ray.     7»  &  6b. 

S.    r.   8.M1TH. 

As  flows  the  rapid  river, 

With  channel  bioad  and  free, 
It»  WHtsr?  rippling  ever. 

And  nasting  to  the  sea. 
So  life  is  onward  flowing. 

And  days  of  offered  peace. 
And  man  is  swiftly  going 

Where  calls  of  mercy  cease. 


\  As  moons  are  ever  waning, 
)      As  hastes  the  sun  away; 

As  stormy  winds,  complaining, 
J      Bring  on  the  wintry  day. 

So  fast  the  night  comes  o'er  XiH — 
i      'I'he  darkness  of  the  grave; 
^  And  death  is  just  before  as: 
I      (lod  takes  the  life  he  gave. 

(  Say,  hath  thy  heart  its  treasure 
I      Laid  up  in  worlds  above  ? 
;  And  is  it  all  thy  pleasure 
\      Thy  God  to  praise  and  love? 

/  Beware,  lest  death's  dark  river 
\      Its  billows  o'er  thee  roll, 
/  And  thou  lament  forever 
I      The  ruin  of  thy  soul. 

j      Speak  to  tlie  Sailor.  Ts  &  63.   p.  « 

/  Go,  speak  to  that  brave  seaman, 
(      He  has  a  generous  heart — 
I  Your  winning  words  may  lead  hinn 
I      To  choose  a  "  better  part." 

I  Speak  to  him  of  that  Savionr, 
Who  died  and  arose  again, 
<  .^nd  chose  his  first  disciples, 
I      From  sailors — fishermen. 

I  A  thrill  of  joy  in  heaven, 
I       Among  that  holy  throng, 
j  While  an^el-harps  are  linging. 
And  swell  the  pleasing  song. 

The  lost  has  found  the  Saviour; 

The  wanderer  has  come  home: 
•'  A  word  was  filly  spoken," 

Is  echoed  -ound  tke  throne* 
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BETHEL.     7s  &  63. 


This  piece  of  music  is  rcppectfully  dedicated  to  Rev.  P.  Stow,  Pastor  of  tht 
Boston  Baptist  Bethel  Society,  by  VVm.  Luck  Bkovvn,  late  Musical  Director  at  N. 
Y.  University. 

i  -9-9- 

I   '         1.    The     seraphs  bright  are  hovering  A -round  the  throne  a -hove 
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seraphs  bright  are  hovering  A  -  round  the  throne  a  -  bove  :     Their 
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harps  are  ever  tuning  To  thrilling  tones  of  love  5     Or  thro'  the  azure  soaring,  Or 


larps  are  ever  tuning  To  thrilling  tones  of  love  5    Or 
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poised  on  snowy  wing,  With  glowing  hearts  adoring.  Sweet  choral  notes  they  sing. 
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From  earth  is  daily  rising 

A  rich,  harnnonious  song, 
Fronn  sunny,  perfumed  Howers 

By  breezes  borne  along. 
From  hills  in  sunlight  glittering. 

From  smooth,  deep  emerald  seas, 
A  cloud  of  praise  is  rising. 

Like  incense  on  the  breeze. 


(And  childhood's  voice  is  chanting 
I       A  full,  harmonious  song; 
5  When  morning  light  is  breaking, 
I      Or  evening  sweeps  aljng. 
For  should  we  fiil  proclaic'ng 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praiao. 
The  stones,  oui  silence  shaming 
Would  their  hos»nnas  raise. 
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Pmyer  for  Missionaries  ^vhlle  on 
tlieir  Voyage.  Ts  «fe  6s  worcestkr's  sel. 
Roll  on,  ihoa  mighty  ocean 

And  as  thy  billows  flow. 
Bear  messengers  of  iriercy 

To  every  vale  of  woe: 
Arise,  ye  gales,  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  their  distant  shore; 
That  men  may  sit  in  darkness 

And  death's  deep  shade  no  more. 

O  thoa  Eternal  Ruler, 

Who  holdest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean. 

Deliver  them  from  harm! 
Thy  presence  still  be  with  them 

Wherever  they  may  be: 
Though  far  from  those  who  love  them, 

Let  them  be  ni^^h  to  thee. 


We  are  scattered.    8,  7,  6. 

BY   W.   H.    BURLEIGH. 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered— 

Though  a  joyful  band  were  we! 
Some  sleep  beneath  the  green-sod, 

And  some  are  in  the  sea. 
And  time  hath  wrought  his  changes 

(Jn  the  few  who  yet  remain; 
The  joyous  band  that  once  we  were 

We  cannot  be  again! 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered! 

Yet  may  we  meet  again. 
In  a  brighter  and  a  purer  sphere. 

Beyond  the  reach  of  pain! 
Where  the  shadow  of  this  lower  world 

Can  never  cloud  the  eye — 
When  the  mortal  hath  put  brightly  on 

Its  immortality! 


Confidence  In  God    7s  <&  68. 

MONTGOMERV. 

fjlod  is  my  strong  salvation; 

What  foe  have  I  to  fear? 
In  darkness  and  temptation. 

My  light,  my  help,  is  near: 
Though  hosts  encamp  around  me. 

Firm  in  the  fight  1  stand; 
What  terror  can  confound  me. 

With  God  at  my  right  hand  ? 

Place  on  the  Lord  reliance; 

My  soul,  with  courage,  wait, 
His  truth  be  thine  affiance. 

When  faint  and  desolate; 
His  might  thy  heart  shall  strengthen, 

His  love  thy  joy  increase; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengthen; 

The  Lord  will  gi^e  theo  peace. 


Come  to  tlie  Waters.    It  &,  i: 

J.   B.  HAOUB. 

Ho!  every  one  that  thirsteth, 

Come  to  the  waters,  come; 
See  life's  pure  stream — it  bursteth 

From  the  eternal  throne. 
See!  like  a  mighty  river. 

Its  crystal  tide  rolls  by; 
Thy  soul  haste  to  deliver! 

Come,  drink,  and  never  die 

Come-,  then,  thou  poor  and  needy, 

Thy  God  will  freely  bless; 
And  haste  with  steps  most  speedy, 

While  mercv  gives  access; 
For  as  a  mount  tin  torrent, 
;       Life's  stream  is  dashing  by; 
\  Then  come,  thou  hast  full  warr&At 
'      Come  quickly,  lest  thou  di«» 
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THE  SICK  CABIN  BOY.     7s  &  6s. 

(Watcher.) 
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1.  The  night  was  dark  and  fearful.  The  blast  swept  wailing  by,    A 
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ist  swept  wailing  by,    A 
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watcher     pale   and  tear- ful,  Looked  forth  with 


watcher     pale   and  tear -ful,  Looked  forth  with  anxious    eye;  How 
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wist- ful  -  ly     he      gaz-eth,    No  gleam    of  morn     is   there,  Hia 
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eyes,   to  hnaven  he    /-aiB-eth,     In       ag    -   o  -  ny     of  prayer.  How 
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wist-ful  -  ly     he    gaz  -  eth,  No  gleam  of  morn    is  there,  His 
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eyes     to  heaven  he  rais  -  eth   In      ag  ■  o  -  ny     of  prayer. 
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Within  that  cabin  lonely, 

Where  gloom  and  sickness  reiga» 
The  sailor  boy,  the  only, 

Lay  moaning  in  his  pain, — 
And  death  alone  can  free  him  — 

He  feels  that  this  must  be. 
But  Oh  !  for  one  to  see  him, 

Before  the  spirit  flee. 

No  mother  kind  wept  o'er  him 
The  gushing  tears  of  love  ; 

No  ray  of  hope  before  him, 
Save  dawning  joys  above, 

As  beamed  afar  the  morning 
Across  the  eastern  sky, 

The  spirit  saw  its  dawning 
Id  realms  of  bliss  on  high. 


50      THE  SAILOR  BOY'S  FAREWELL.     83  &  7s. 

'Aifel. 
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1.    Mother,  mother,    I  must  leave  thee,  Far  o'er  ocean's  billows  borne, 
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And  should  heaven  now  bereave  thee,  Of  thy  only  wan-der-ing  son, 
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Brush,  O  brush  the  tear  of  sadness,  From  thy  dim  and  sunken  eye;Light 
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the  smile  of  joy   -  ous  gladne«;s,  When  thy  boy  is  moored  on  high. 
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Storms  may  gather  wild  above  me, 

Angry  waves  their  fury  pour, 
Yet  my  mother,  I  will  love  thee, 

Wliile  the  winds  and  surges  roar ; — 
Think  of  scenes  in  childhood's  weakness, 

When  I  shared  thy  tender  care, — 
Bowed  the  knee  in  humble  meekness, 

Gladly  breathed  my  evening  prayer. 


Though  in  distant  lands  I'm  bending, 

Low  beneath  a  sultry  sky  ; — 
When  my  mother's  prayer's  ascending, 

And  her  spirit's  hovering  nigh, — 
Then  thy  smile  shall  ever  cheer  me. 

Be  my  solace  and  my  joy  ; — 
Then  I'll  joy  that  thou'rt  near  me, 

Pleading  for  thy  sailor  boy. 


DOXOLOGY. 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Savior, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  holy  Spirit's  favor, 

Rest  upon  us  from  above ; 
Thus  may  we  abide  in  union, 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord  : 
And  possess  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 
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SAILOR  BOY'S  EARLY  GRAVE.    P.  M. 


WORDS   BY   MRS.    DANA. 


Dolce. 
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Shed  not   a  tear  o'er  year  friend's  early  bier,  When  I  am  gone, 
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When    I  am  gone;  Smile,   if   the  slow  tolling;  bell  you  should  hear, 
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When  I     am     gone,  I      am    gone.     Weep  not  for  me  when  y 
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Stand     round  my  grave, 
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Think      who     his  died    his     be  - 
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ransomed  shall  have,         AVhen  I       am  gone,   I      am     gone. 
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Plant  ye  a  tree  which  may  -wave  over  me, 

When  I  am  gone,  when  I  am  gone ; 
Sing  me  a  song,  if  my  grave  you  should  see, 

When  I  am  gone,  I  am  gone. 
Come  at  the  close  of  a  bright  summer's  day. 
Come  when  the  sun  sheds  his  last  lingering  ray, 
Come  and  rejoice  that  I  thus  pass'd  away^ 
When  I  am  gone,  I  am  gone. 


54  THE  HGHT  SHIP.     lis. 

Words  hp  A  M.  Edmond.  ( Christ  in  the  Garden.) 
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1.    The  Light  Ship!  how  welcome  the   beacon   to    me  When  wild  was  tlie 


tem-pest,    And  dark  was     the    sea;      It  soothed  my  sad    spir-it's    tu 
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mul  -  ta  •  oas   fear,  And  told  me  the    ha-ven   I  longed  for  was  near. 
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I  saw  it  a  sain  in  the  calm  silent  hour, 
When  twilight  descends  with  mysterious  power, 
And  the  moonlight  fell  .<!oft  on  the  eddying  wave, 
That  rolled  o'er  the  mariner's  sea-girt  grave. 

Then  shone  in  the  distance  the  Liglit  Ship  afar, 
And  paled,  with  its  lustre,  the  glow  of  the  star,— 
The  small,  silver  star,  that  with  tremulous  eye. 
Looked  down  on  the  sea  from  its  home,  iu  the  sky. 
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How  blest  was  the  beacon  !  how  lovely  it  seemed, 
As  its  Avatch-fires  of  crimson  unceasingly  gleamed, 
Sweet  assurance  of  srsfcty  in  moments  of  calm, 
And  in  seasons  of  peril  a  safeguard  from  harm. 
O,  would  that  while  sailing  on  life's  stormy  sea, 
The  Star  of  Religion  my  beacon  might  be, 
To  warn  me  of  danger,  to  soothe  me  in  fear. 
And  tell  me  the  haveu  I  long  for  is  near. 

"  O  pray  for  the  Sailor.'* 

BY  MRS.  P.  H.  BROWN. 

O  pray  for  the  sailor,  now  far  on  the  billow, 

O  think  of  his  hardships,  temptation  and  pain  ; 
His  home  is  the  ocean,  the  hammock  his  pilllow, 

He  toils  for  our  pleasure,  his  loss  is  oar  gaia. 
While  we  are  securely  and  peacefully  sleeping, 

He  stands  at  the  helm,  and  his  duty  performs, 
(Now,  walking  the  deck,  and  his  painful  watch  keeping. 

Or  sits  at  the  mast  head  'mid  perils  and  storms. 
0  pray  for  the  sailor,  to  banishment  driven, 

Enduring  privation,  oppression  and  c^re, 
Shut  out  from  the  gospel,  a  stranger  to  heaven. 

The  victim  of  vice,  and  a  prey  to  despair. 
And  while  we  thus  pray  for  the  sons  of  the  ocean, 

A  kind  peaceful  Home  to  him  must  be  given. 
The  Mariner's  Bethel  allure  to  devotion. 

The  Bible  and  Preacher  direct  him  to  heaven. 

ILiOok  Above. 

In  the  tempest  of  life,  when  th'  wave  and  the  gala 
Is  round  and  above,  if  thy  footing  should  fail, 
If  thine  eye  should  grow  dim  and  caution  depart. 
Look  above !  and  be  firm,  be  fearless  of  heart. 
If  th'  friend  who  embraced  in  prosperity's  glow, 
With  a  smile  for  each  joy,  a  tear  for  each  wo. 
Should  betray,  when  sbrixjw  like  clouds  are  arrayed, 
%6ok  above  l'  to  friendship  that  never  shall  fade. 
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From  darker  scenes  of  evil  that  meet  him  on  the  shore, 
Where  vice  and  ruin  revel  at  many  an  open  door 
The  seaman's  cry  is  sounding  in  ev'ry  listening  ear, 
The  Christian  landsmen  rousing  to  bring  salvation  near. 

Shall  we  who  dwell  securely  at  ease  upon  the  land, 
And  taste  those  blessings  freely  that   rise  on  every  hand- 
Shall  we  forget  the  sailor,  that  ploughs  for  us  the  deep, 
And  for  the  landsman's  favor  their  painfal  vigils  keep  ? 

Shall  we  who  feast  so  richly  on  Zion's  choicest  stores, 
For  whom  so  full  and  freely  she  opens  all  her  doors, 
Withhold  in  cruel  hardness  the  help  we  might,  extend, 
And  to  the  siprit's  sadness  the  news  of  peace  not  send  ? 

0  for  the  Spirit's  fire  to  warm  each  Christian's  heart, 
A  gracious  zeal  inspire,  a  love  and  strength  impart  1 
Then  shall  the  songs  of  gladness  from  Bethel  te.rples  rise, 
And  they  that  mourn  in  sadness,  send  praises  to  the  skies. 

Driving  to  Port. 

Though  hard  the  winds  are  blowing.and  loud  the  billows  roar, 
Full  jywiftly  we  are  going  to  our  dear  native  shore  : 
The  billows  breaking  o'u.*,  the  storms  that  round  us  swell, 
Are  bidding  to  restore  us  to  all  we  loved  so  well. 

So  sorrow  often  presses  life's  mariner  alono- ; 
Afflictions  and  distresses  are  gales  and  billows  stroDt^: 
The  sharper  and  severer  the  .^torms  of  life  we  meet, 
The  sooner  and  the  nearer  is  Heaven's  eternal  seat. 
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grave.  But    no  ti    •    dings       from      the      grave. 
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Do  not  ask  me  wny  I  hasten 
To  each  vessel  that  appears, 

"Why  so  anxious  and  so  wildly 

I  wait  the  cherished  hope  of  years, 
No.  no,  no, 

Though  my  search  prove  unavailing, 
What  have  I  to  do  with  tears. 


Do  not  blame  me  when  I  seek  him, 
With  these  worn  and  weary  eyes, 

Can  you  tell  me  where  he  perished, 
Can  you  show  me  where  he  lies  ? 
No,  no,  no, 

Yet  there  surely  is  some  record, 
When  a  youthful  sailor  dies. 
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VOICE  FROM  THE  OCEAN. 


The  followinfr  beautiful  poem  was  written  by  D.  Radford,  to  his  mother,  while 
at  sea.  In  a  few  months  after  it  was  written,  h«  fell  from  the  yard-arm.  and  found 
a  waterv  prave.  He  was  a  native  of  Boston,  and  the  fond  mother  still  survives 
to  mourn  the  loss  of  an  affectionate  son. 

(Sweet  Home.) 
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love    the  sweet    home     that  con   -  tains     a     fond  mother. 
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I  think  of  thee,  too,  when  there's  nought  to  be  seen 
Of  the  land  I  love  best,  and  its  bright  sunny  green; 
"When  th'  mirror-like  surface  of  th'  pure  crystal  water, 
Reflects  to  my  fancy  thine  image,  my  mother. 

Mother,  mother,  dear,  dear  mother. 

I  love  the  sweet  home  that  contains  a  fond  motber. 


When  th'  deep  voice  of  thunder,  and  th'  hoarse  wind  I  hear, 
'Mid  the  bri^'ht,  lightning's  flash,  that  illumines  the  sphere. 
My  thoughts  of  en  t(dl  me  the  heart  of  another 
Ne'er  possesses  the  feelings  expressed  by  a  mother, 
Mother,  mother,  dear,  dear  mother, 
1  love  the  sweet  home  that  contains  a  fond  mother. 


OCEAN  MELODIES. 

In  tt'  bright  sunny  lanfl  of  th*  Italian's  fair  dime, 
'Mid  beauty  and  splendor,  I'd  hasten  the  time 
My  voyage  will  be  ended,  and  th'  home  of  another,— • 
I  leave  for  the  home  which  contains  a  fond  mother. 
Mother,  mother,  dear,  dear  mother, 
I  love  the  sweet  home  that  contains  a  fond  mother. 

I  think  of  thee,  mother,  when  hardship  attends, 
When  far  o'er  th'  ocean,  from  dearly-loved  friends, 
Each  voice  of  the  sea-breeze  still  murmurs  to  me,-^ 
"  0,  think  of  thy  mother  !  her  prayer  is  f(5r  thee." 
Mother,  mother,  fond,  fond  mother, 
I  think  of  thee,  mother, — thy  prayer  is  for  me. 

Should  th'  dreams  wrought  by  fancy's  conj-etnres  prove  false. 
And  some  foreign  malady  then  deaden  my  pulse, — 
Were  my  sentence  held  forth  in  death's  cruel  grasp, — 
I  would  think  of  thee,  mother,  while  life's  moments  last. 

Mother,  mother,  fond,  fond  mother, 

I  would  think  of  thee,  mother,  while  life's  moments  last. 

When  our  barque  is  enshrouded  by  th'  dark  shade  of  night, 
As  she  seeks  her  rough  path  by  th'  phosphoric  light, — 
On  th'  wild-dancing  waves,  that  seem  chasing  each  other. 
My  thoughts  are  all  wandering  to  th'  home  of  my  mother 

Mother,  mother,  kind,  kind  mother. 

My  thoughts  are  all  wandering  to  the  home  of  my  mother. 

I  think  of  thee  always,  though  time, in  its  flight, 
Has  taken  thy  home  and  thy  firm  from  niy  sight; 
Though  long,  weary  days  of  toiling  are  mine. 
My  heirt's  meditations  and  thoughts  are  all  thine. 
Mother,  mother,  kind,  kind  mother, 
My  heart's  meditations  and  thoughts  are  all  thine. 


OCEAN  MELODIES.  63 

Zion  Xursed  by  Shlpts  of  the  Sea. 

Uymn  sung  at  the  Dedication  of  the  First  Baptist  Manner's  Chnpd,  New  York. 
BY  MRS.  c.  H.  PUTNAM. — Tuuc,  "  Sound  the  Loud  Timbrel." 
Praise  to  the  grace  which  lias  trinmph'd  so  freely 

Where  sin  had  abounded  and  darkness  had  rcign'd; 
Praise  to  the  word,  wiiich  has  spoken  so  fully 
Of  blessinjjs  in  store,  which  are  yet  to  be  gain'd. 
Sound  the  loud  anthem  o'er  ocean  and  sea, 
The  hand  of  Jehovah  is  stretched  out  to  thee. 
*Eor  Zebulon's  sons  yet  "  shall  call  to  the  mountain,'* 

The  people  from  far  to  the  house  of  the  Lord, 
To  partake  of  that  altar,  and  wash  in  that  fountain 
Whose  virtues  their  "  going"  shall  herald  abroad. 
Sound  the  loud  anthem,  &c. 
The  light  of  the  promise  already  is  dawning, 
Tor  Zion  is  nursed  by  the  ships  of  the  sea; 
Her  temples  the  sailor  now  gladly  is  thronging, 
Rejoiced  from  the  bondage  of  sin  to  be  free. 
Sound  tlie  loud  anthem,  &c. 
On  the  shore,  Avhere  his  footsteps  too  often  were  taken 

In  snares  which  the  wicked  had  set  for  his  feet, 
The  Bethel  now  spreads  for  his  Avelcome  her  beacon. 
And  temples  are  rising  his  coming  to  greet. 
Sound  the  loud  anthem,  &c. 

Deut  33:  18,  19.  

The  Arbor  of  Prayer. — Tune,  "Home.'* 
There  is  joy  for  onr  sorrows,  and  hope  for  our  fears, 
There  is  balm  for  our  wounds,  and  a  smile  for  our  tears; 
Though  surrounded  by  grief,  or  low  sunk  in  despair, 
There  is  refuge  from  all  in  the  arbor  of  prayer. 
Prayer,  prayer,  oh,  svv-eet  prayer. 
Let  us  tiy  to  this  arbor,  the  arbor  of  prayer. 
Should  the  billows  that  never  know  quiet  or  rest, 
Boar  a  part  of  our  number  afar  on  their  breast, ; 
Tho'  severed  in  bo(l^%  our  hearts  may  meet  there, 
To  seek  solace  and  peace  in  the  arbor  of  prayer. 

Prayer,  prayer,  oh,  sweet  prayer,  &e. 
He  who  walks  'mid  the  waves  and  the  storms  at  his  will. 
Can  lash  them  to  fury,  or  say,  "  Peace,  be  still !  " 
But  we'll  rest  on  His  bosom,  and  seek  the  place  whero 
He  bestows  his  rich  blessings — the  arbor  of  prayer. 
Prayer,  prayer,  oh,  sweet  prayer,  &c. 
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Music  hy  Thorley.  (Portugal.) 
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This  faith  can  every  sracre  improve, 
Command  e:u'h  mountain  to  n-inove, 
And  make  each  foe  or  b:trrier  flee, 
To  sink  beneath  a  boundless  sea. 

Victorious  faith!  each  mountain  flee, 
Be  swallowed  up  beneath  tlie  sea; 
K'en  more  then  conqueror  111  press  on; 
Begone,  my  fears,  my  doubts,  begone. 

Seamen,  O  seamen,  Christ  shall  save, 
And  •lieihel.rouml  tlie  world  shad  wave; 
Till  winrls  and  >eas  his  praises  "  roar," 
On  ocean  waves  from  shore  to  shore 
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We  onward  press,  awake  or  sleep, 
In  pain,  or  ease,  in  joy  or  woe, 

Thus  time,  that  mighty  rollins  deep. 
Pursues  its  fatal,  ceaseless  tlow. 


The  Voyase  of  lAfe.     L.   W. 

The  billows  foam,  ihe  nc<  nn  rolls,  j 

And  niiilit  in  dismal  d;!rknes>  r  igns;< 

I  glide  o"er  seas  in  search  of  souls,  \ 
The  fruit  of  all  my  toil  and  pains.     < 


Propell'd  along  to  Canaan's  shore, 
All  hail  the  tide  that  bears  me  on; 

My  toils  and  woes  will  soon  be  o'er, 
And  angels  shout  '•  his  work  is  done.'* 

O  ffratcful  panse  in  busy  life, 

Freef  om  its  pain, and  noise  and  din. 

Its  cjires  atid  woes,  its  cruel  strife; 
Ah,  let  me  now  eomniune  within. 

Y<'s.  onward  still  I  guide  my  course, 
riiroui!!!  e:ii  th  and  li-l.'s  un'ted  flooo* 

Faith  coi;quers  heaven,  prayei   takes 
by  to  ice; 
Thus,  thus  I  urge  my  way  to  God. 
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The  Wanderer  invited.    It.  M, 

bickekmteth's  collkctiox. 
V^■ar■(I^!r^ir  from  God,  return,  return, 

And  seek  aii  injured  Katlier's  face; 
'Diustj  waim  desires,  that  in  tliee  hum 

Were  kindled  hy  recUiiming  grace. 
Wanderei  from  God,  return,  return; 

'1  hy  K.ither  hears  that  deep-felt  sigh;  I 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  mourn,  | 

And  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  nigh.  ; 
Wanderer  from  God,  return,  return;      \ 
Renounce  thy  fears;  thy  Saviour  lives;  '■ 
Go  to  his  bleeding  cross,  and  learn 

How  freely,  fully,  he  forgives. 

Prayrr  at  Sea.     Li.  31.     siooiirney. 
Prayer  may  be  sweet  in  cottage  homes, 
Where  site  and  child  devoutly  kneel, 
While  through  the  open  casement  nigh 
The  vernal  blossoms  fragrant  steal 

Pr.iyer  may  be  sweet  in  stately  halls, 
VVi:ere  heart  vvitli  kindred  heart  is  blent, 
An<l  upward  to  th'  eternal  throne 
The  hymn  of  praise  melodious  sent. 

But  ho  who  fain  would  know  how  warm 
The  soul's  appeal  to  God  may  be, 
from  friends  and  native  land  should  turn, 
A  wanderer  on  the  faithless  sea; — 

Should  hear  its  deep,  implori<ng  tone 
Rise  heavenward  o'er  the  foaming  surge 
When  billows  toss  the  fragile  bark. 
And  fearful  bbsts  the  condict  urge. 

Nought,  nought  appears  bul  sea  and  sky. 
No  refuge  where  the  foot  may  flee: 
How  will  he  cast,  ()  Rock  divine. 
The  anchur  uf  his  aoul  on  thee! 
[5] 


Tl»©  Middle  Watch.    Jj.  M. 

Yes,  Lord,  iny  grateful  voice  I'll  raise, 
At  midnight,  in  my  watch  at  sea. 

The  floods  shall  heal  ii-esingth)  praise 
And  tell  what  grace  has  done  for  me 

The  moon,  the  stars,  the  deep  shall  hear, 
Millions  shall  catch  the  grateful  sound, 

And  -vinds  shall  o'er  the  ocean  bear 
The  praise,  till  earth  and  heav'n  rebound. 

I'll  praise  for  grace  already  givftn, 
I'll  praise  for  grace  I'm  yet  to  have, 

I'll  praise  for  grace  *  reserved  i?)  heaven,* 
With  glory  crown'd  beyond  the  grave. 

Mariners'  Ilyntn.    I<.  M* 

Great  God!  we  will  thy  name  adore; 

And  seek  thy  love,  and  grace  in.plore; 

May  all  who  plough  the  sparkling  8ea, 

Enjoy  thy  love  and  worship  Thee. 

While  o'er  the  raging  deep  they  ride, 

Be  thou  their  helper  and  their  guide; 

W' hen  thoughts  impure  annoy  the  soul, 
^  Let  matchless  grace  their  nnnds  control. 
]  Prayers  fervant  often  will  ascend 
i  To  him  who  is  the  Sailor's  Friend, 
\  For  their  return  to  native  clime, 
<  Where  love's  sweet  bow  will  brightly  shine 

Hopes  brighter  than  the  evening  star, 
Will  cling  around  them  when  afar; 
Affection's  brilliant  star  will  shed 
Us  beauty  o'er  the  sailor's  head. 
When    life's  short  voyage  with  them  is 
o'er.  [shore, 

May  they  arrive  on  heaven's  bright 
\  There  toilsome  da}  s  ard  sleepless  nighti 
'  Are  known  not  in  celestial  heights. 


66  SABBATH  MORNING.     C.  M. 

Music  by  Wm.  Mather.  {Medjitld.') 
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1.  O    bless-ed    day   of      ho  -  ly  rest,  We  glad  -  ly  hail  ihy  dawn; 
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Sweet  hopes  in-spire  the  Christian's  breast.On  eve-ry    Sabbath  morn. 
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The  little  bark  of  Christian  love, 

O  Father  guide  to-day; 
Faith  at  the  helm,  and  hope  above, 

And  Christ  the  dear  main-stay. 

O  God,  on  Ocean's  treach'rous  waves, 

Thy  "lory  oft  we  saw. 
And  now  we  sing  the  power  that  saves 

'Mid  dang'rous  scenes  afar. 

Our  Father  bless  the  widows  here, 

The  orphan  too,  O  God, 
Most  graciously  to  them  be  near. 

In  sorrow's  lone  abode. 

We  would  remember  those  afar 

Upon  the  boundless  deep; — 
O  keep  them  Saviour,  ever  near, 

Nor  let  thy  watch-care  sleep. 
And  when  our  sabbaths  all  are  past, 

Then  in  the  port  above, 
O  anchor  all  our  souls  at  last. 

Where  all  is*  peace  and  love. 


Pi  ay  for  the  Sailor.    C.  M.     j.  H.  H. 

O,  pray  for  hardy  sailors,  pray, 

While  bounding  o'er  the  wave; 
Should  storms  and  tempests  lound  them 

Then  ple;!d  with  God  to  save,    [play, 
When  black'nintr  clouds  the  sky  o'erspread, 

And  vivid  lightnings  glare, 
Then  raise  the  soul  to  Zion's  Head, 

And  ask  his  tender  care. 
O  pray  for  wand'rers  on  the  deep, 

VV^hen  dangers  round  them  press. 
That  He  the  raging  waves  ii)ay  keep. 

Who  bids  their  roarings  cease. 
W^hore'er  he  goes,  'neath  foreign  skies, 

Or  ploughs  the  briny  main, 
Let  spirits  yearn,  and  prayer  arise, 

And    plead  his  safe  return. 
When  life's  short  course  of  toil  .a  u'er, 

And  dangers  all  are  past, — 
;  Then  bid  the  soul  in  peace  to  aoar, 
'      And  dwell  in  bliss  at  last 
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"Peace,  be  still."    C.  M. 

BY    MRS.    A.    M.    C.    KD.MOND. 

Fierce  was  the  storm  that  rent  the  air, 

And  shook  the  tioubled  sea; — 
And  redly  gleamed  the  lightning's  glare 

O'er  gloomy  Gaililee. 
Within  a  fragile  bark  that  rode, 

The  sport  of  wind  and  wave, 
Serenely  slept  the  Son  of  God, 

Whose  Hitn  alone  could  save. 

-'  Help,  Lord!"   the  pale  disciples  cry, 

And  cherish  hope's  last  ray; 
Death  and  destruction  linger  nigh, 

O  guide  us  in  thy  way. 
H.9  speaks,  "  peace,  peace,"  amazing  word  ! 

Quenched  are  the  lightning  fires; 
The  tempest's  voice  no  more  is  heard, 

The  wrathful  sea  retires. 

O  thou  who  didst  that  fearful  strife. 
With  but  thy  voice  assuage, 

Calm  thou  the  wilder  storms  of  life, 
When  sin  and  folly  rage. 

Speak,  and  the  stormy  breast  shall  be 

Calm  as  the  lake  at  even, 
And  beams  celestial  caught  from  thee 

Shall  iJiirror  back  to  heaven. 


Tlie  Sailor's  Bible.     C.  M.    j.  h.  h. 

I  love  my  Ijiljle, — precious  boon, 

To  sinful  wandrers  given; — 
A  beacon  light,  to  earth  sent  down 

To  guide  us  safe  to  heav»Mi.  | 

I  love,  when  darkness  round  us  spreads,  ^ 

And  ocean's  lulled  to  rest,  ^ 

To  scan  the  page  that  ever  sheds  \ 

A  halo  round  the  blest.  i 


I  love,  when  adverse  billows  rise, 
And  storms  around  ihe  roar, — 

Here  to  receive  divine  supplies. 
And  upward  gladly  soar. 

I  love  each  promise  so  divine. 
On  puny  man  bestowed, — 

Whose  mercies  round  our  hearts  entwine, 
And  lead  us  to  our  God. 

I  love  the  bible — perfect  chart 

Of  life's  meandering  way, 
A  guiding  star,  our  souls  to  lead 

To  realms  of  endless  day. 


Tbe  Christian  Mariner  safe.    C.  M. 

ADDISON. 

How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord! 

How  sure  is  their  defence; 
Eternal  Wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help.  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote. 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Thio'  burning  climes  they  pass  unhurt. 

And  breathe  in  tainted  air. 

When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
They  know  thou  art  not  slow  to  hear, 

jS'or  impotent  to  save. 

The  stoim  is  laid;  the  winds  retire. 

Obedient  to  thy  will; 
The  sea,  that  roars  at  thy  command. 

At  thy  command  is  still. 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths. 

Thy  goodness  we'll  adore; 
We'll  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 
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CONFIDING  TRUST.     S.  M. 


Words  by  J.  H.  H.     Music  by  Stanley. 


(ShirlanJ.) 


i  1.  Great  God  at     thy     cormnand.     We  launch  up-on      the     deep; 

"  A~^"T      "I ^  '  ^"l  —  al — i i ^" 
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O      guide  us   in     our     devious  way.  Our    souls     in  safely  keep. 


When  danj^ers  round  us  crowd, 
And  lolls  our  course  attend, 

Be  ihou  our  help,  our  sure  defence, 
Our  everlasting  friend. 

Should  stormy  winds  arise. 
And  tempests  madly  beat, 

O  grant  us  grace  to  trust  in  thee, 
And  near  the  mercy-seat. 

And  thougli  in  dist;int  climes, 

O'er  raginu  seas  we  ride, 
We  tru.st  in  thee,  thou  gracious  God, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  Guide. 

And  should  our  fragile  bark. 
To  ocean's  (Jepths  be  hurled;  — 

O  may  we  reach  a  shelt.-riug  pjrl, — 
A  faiier,  brighter  world. 


The  power  of  God.     S.  M. 

The  bountlles.s  power  of  (iod 

Pour'd  forth  the  noisy  deep; 
Whose  billows  lashthe  atiiighted  strand. 

Or  husb'd  by  him,  they  sleep. 
He  guaged  the  mounds  of  sand, 

Tliat  smoothly  line  the  shore; 
And  rurUM  th'  impetii'  us,  i.isv  ess  waves, 

While  all  enraged  they  roai. 
His  fingers  spann'd  the  sky  — 

Assign'd  each  star  its  place; 
He  smnoth'd  for  each  a  spacious  road 

Through  vast,  unbounded  space 
O  pniise  him  all  ye  orb.<«. 

And  sound  his  ftme  abroad; 
Procbiim  bis  power,  thou  mighty  dccpt 

And  own  the  hand  of  God. 
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Salvation  Ijy  Grace.    S.  PI. 

Grace!   "tia  a  cfiarinirig  sound — 

Harmonious  to  ttie  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  eartli  shall  hear, 

Grace  first  contrived  the  way 

"I'o  save  rebellious  man; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 
Grace  led  my  roving  ft;et 

'J\)  tread  the  heavenly  road; 
And  new  supplies,  each  hour  I  meet, 

While  pressing  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 
'I'hrough  everlasting  days; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


Deliverance.     S.  M,  J.  H.  H. 

When  o'er  the  restless  deep. 
My  bark  has  bounded  high. 

Thou  mighty  God,  the  Sailor's  friend 
Hast  ever  hovered  nigh. 

Though  winds  hh .  e  round  me  howled. 
And  all  w  s  dark  and  drear, 

My  Go!l.  in  Inve  hast  been  my  friend, 
And  ever-  lingered  near. 

When  tempests  dnrk  assiiled. 
And  thunders  shook  the  sphere; 

My  gracious  God  h  !st  hr-axl  my  prayer, 
And  calmed  each  rising  fear. 

'Mid  chilly  arcti  r  blasts, 

And  tropic's  sultry  glow, 
TIjou  e'er  hast  been  my  sure  defence, 

My  portion  here  below. 


When  fir  in  distant  climes. 

I've  groped  in  pagan  night. 
My  Saviour's  been  my  guiding  star, 

A  gracious  peeriiig  light, 
And  O,  when  life  declines, 

And  earthly  lies  are  riven; 
My  rescue  then  O  deign  to  be. 

And  guide  nie  safe  to  heaven. 

Little  Paiitli.     S.  M. 

0  thou  of  little  faith. 

On  seas  of  trouble  toss'd. 
Depend  on  what  the  Saviour  saith, 

And  you  can  ne'er  be  lost. 
He  bids  you  to  him  come. 

Why  should  you  yield  to  fear? 
The  winds  may  blow,  and  billows  foam, 

But  Jesus  Christ  is  there. 
Though  storms  of  sorrow  rise. 

And  winds  may  adverse  prove. 
Yet,  "  Wherefore  dost  thou  doubt  '** 
he  cries, 

•'  Mine  is  unchanging  love." 

I  Ark  of  Safety.    S.  1»I. 

I  O,  cease,  mv  wandering  soul, 

^       On  restless  wing  to  roam; 

;  All  this  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 

1  Has  not  for  thee  a  home 
Behold  the  ark  of  God  ; 

Behold  the  open  do>»r ; 
O,  h.iste  tt)  gain  that  dear  abod«. 

And  rove,  my  soul  no  more. 
There  safe  thou  shalt  abide. 

There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rent. 
And  eveiv  longing  satisfied. 

With  full  salvation  blest 
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JOY  AT  IMMANUEL'S  BIRTH. 

Beed^s  Coll.     {Music from  the  Psaltery.) 


H"^- 
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H.  M. 

{JVexvman.) 
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1.   HurkI  h;irk!  the  notes  of     joy,  Koli  o'er    the    heavenly  pliiina, 
And  ser-aphs     find    em  -  ploy.    For  their    sub-lini  -  est  strains 
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Some  new  delight  in  heaven  is  known ;  Loud  sound  the  harps  around  the  throne. 

» _ 
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Hark!  hark!  the  sounds  draw  nigh; 

The  joyful  hosts  descend 
The  Lord  forsakes  the  sky; 

To  earth  his  footsteps  bend  : 
He  comes  to  bless  our  fallen  race; 
He  conies  with  messages  of  grace. 

Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round; 

Let  every  mortal  know 
What  love  in  God  is  found, 

What  pity  he  can  show: 
Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll 
Convey  the  news  from  pole  to  pole. 

Strike,  Strike  the  harps  again. 
To  great  IminanuePs  name; 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men, 

And  all  his  grace  proclaim: 
Angels  and  men,  wake  every  string; 
Tis  God  the  Saviour's  praise  we  sing. 


■  Repairing-  to  Clirist.     H.  M. 

\       Hail,  everlasting  Spiing! 
\  Celestial  Fountain,  hail!' 

\      Thy  streams  salvation  bring; 
\  The  waters  never  fail; 

>  Still  they  enduie,       |  For  all  our  woe 
<  And  still  they  flow,    |  A  sov'reign  cure. 
Blest  be  his  wounded  side. 

And  blest  his  bleeding  heart, 
Who  all  in  anguish  died, 
Such  fivors  to  imp.irt; 
{  His  sacred  blood         I  From  every  sin. 
Shall  make  us  clean  |  And  fit  for  God. 
To  that  dear  source  of  love. 

Our  souls  this  day  would  come; 
And  tliiiher,  from  above. 

Lord,  call  the  nations  home; 
That  Jew  and  Greek,  |0n  all  their  tongues, 
With  rapturous  songs,irhy  praise  may 

[speak. 
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God*B  -wonders   of  creation.    H.  M. 

Give  thanks  to  God  most  high. 

The  universal  Lord; 

The  sovereign  King  of  kings; 

And  be  iiis  grace  adored. 
His  power  and  grace  I  And  let  his  name 
Are  still  the  same  ;    |  Have  endless  praise. 

How  mighty  is  his  hand! 

What  wonders  hath  he  done! 

He  form'd  the  earth  and  seas, 

And  spread  the  heavens  alone! 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,  I  And  ever  sure 
Shall  still  endure  3  |  Abides  thy  word. 

His  wisdom  framed  the  sun, 
To  crown  the  day  with  light; 
The  moon  and  twinkling  stars 
To  cheer  the  darksome  night. 
His  power  and  grace  I  And  let  his  name 
Are  still  the  same  ;    |  Have  endless  praise. 


God's  Goodnesei  and  Trntli.     H.  M. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high; 

Let  every  land  adore; 
VVilh  grateful  voice  make  known 

His  goodness  and  his  power; 

With  cheerful  songs  I  And  let  his  praise 
Declire  his  ways,      |  Inspire  your  tongues. 

Enter  his  courts  with  joy; 

With  fear  address  the  Lord; 
He  formed  us  with  his  hand, 
And  quickened  by  his  word; 
With  wide  cosnmand,    I  Oer  every  sea 
He  spreads  his  sway      1  And  every  laud. 

His  hands  provirle  our  food, 
And  every  blessing  give; 
Wc  feed  upon  his  care, 
And  in  his  pastures  live: 
With  cheerful  songs  |  And  let  his  praise 
Declare  his  ways,      |  Inspire  your  tono[u«»8. 


The  Mariner's  Prayer.    H.  M.    H.  w 

O  Lord,  to  thee  we  bow, 

Hear  thou  our  humble  prayer. 
We  come  before  thee  now. 
To  seek  thy  guardian  care. 
Ere  leaving  far  behind,  our  home. 
O'er  ocean's  swelling  waves  to  roam 
O,  be  our  Guide  and  stay. 

When  foaming  surges  rise; — 
When  lurid  lightnings  play 
Across  the  frowning  skies; 
And  when  soft  winds  our  sails  shall  fill. 
Be  thou  our  Father,  with  us  still. 
'Tis  thus  we  would  implore, 
Thy  guidance  on  life's  sea, 
Until  we  reach  that  shore 

Where  we  shall  dwell  with  thee, 
Unless  thou  should'st  direct,  we  stray 
Where  siioals  and  quicksands  fill  the  way. 
But  with  thy  presence  near. 

To  light  us  o'er  the  sea. 
No  danger  will  we  fear. 
While  looking  unto  thee. 
For  nought,  our  bark  can  overwhelm, 
While  thou,  O  Lord  art  at  the  helm. 

Sabbatli  Morning.    H.  M.     havward 
Welcome,  deliiihtful  morn; 
Sweet  day  of  sacred  rest, 
I  hail  *hy  kind  return; 

Lord,  make  these  momenta  bleat: 
From  low  desires  j  I  soar  to  reach 
'  And  fleeting  toys  [  Immortal  joys. 
Now  may  the  King  descend. 

And  fill  his  throne  of  grace; 
Thy  sceptre.  Lord,  extend, 

While  saints  address  thy  face: 
Let  sinners  feel  j  And  learn  to  know 

Thy  quickening  word,    j  And  fear  the  Lord. 
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(Sicily.) 
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1.  Come,  thou  Fount  of  eve-ry  blessing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace. 
-d-_        
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Streamf   of  mer-cy,     nev  -  er   ceasing,  Call  lor   songs  of  loudest  praise. 


Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 
Sung  by  raptured  saints  above; 

Fill  tny  soul  with  sacred  pleasure,  . 
While  I  sing  redeeming  love. 

By  thy  hand  sustained,  defended, 
Safe  through  life,  thus  fir,  I've  come; 

Safely,  Lord,  when  life  is  ended. 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 

Jesus  souirht  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  fiorii  the  fold  or(;od; 

lie,  to  sive  my  soui  from  da  ger, 
Interposed  his  previous  bl     d. 

O,  to  grace  how  gr^^at  a  debt  t 
Daily  I'm  constiained  to  be! 

Let  thy  grace.  Lord,  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 


God  i^  LiOve.    Ss  &-  7s.        bowrino. 
I  God  is  love;   his  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  la  which  we  rove, — 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightesis: 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
i      - 

'  Chance  ;ind  change  -ire  busy  ever; 
;      Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never; 
God  is  wisdoMi,  (jod  is  love. 

EVn  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth. 
Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove; 

From  the  <jrlo;mi  !.is  bri  ;lit  less  streametii  j 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

I  He  with  earthly  car^s  entwirieth 
I       Hope  and  contforl  from  ;ibt)ve: 
I  Every  where  his  glory  shineth; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love 
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Sac  1  eel  Sowx-    ^s  «&-  '''s.        c.  m.  x. 
VViiiurrera  o'er  a  storiiiy  ocean, 

iStar  iif  I5etiileht-;rii  Uh  our  guide; 
Following  ihee  wilh  pure  devotion. 

Fear  we  not  the  swelling  tide. 

Riideiv  thcMjgh  our  bark  be  heaving. 
Dangers  round,  beneath,  above! 

Fiercer  dangers  gladly  leaving. 
Onward  to  our  port  we  move. 

Every  billow  breaking  o'er  us, 
Nearer  brings  the  l.md  of  rest; 

Fair  the  haven  lies  before  us, 
Bright  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 

There  the  stormy  wind  is  sleeping, — 
Calfu  and  peaceful  is  that  shore; 

There  shall  be  no  p;iin  or  weeping, 
Theie  the  weary  toil  no  more. 

Wariner's  Hymn.     88  «fc  7s.      T.  d. 

See  the  sailor  just  emhaiking, 
For  some  distant  foreign  shore, 

Blessed  Jesus!  Oh  protect  hiai. 

When  the  waves  and  billows  roar. 

When  af.ir  from  christian  teachers, 
Sailing  throuiih  the  trackless  d«j;ep; 

GrtK  ious  Savior!  then  instruct  him, 
And  his  soul  in  safety  keep. 

If  his  grave  be  in  the  ocean. 

Far  remote  from  home's  lov'd  shore; 
Oh'    receiv*^  his  deathless  spirit. 

Where  the  tempests  rage  no  more. 

Friend  of  seamen!  deign  to  hear  us. 
Listen  to  oui  fervent  prayer: 

Bear  him  to  the  port  of  glory, — 
May  we  meet  the  sailor  there. 


Source  of  Blessings.    8s  &,  Vs. 

nokl's  coh.kction. 
Holy  Source  of  consolation. 

Light  and  life  thy  giace  imparts; 
Visit  us  it)  thy  compassion. 

Guide  our  minds,  and  fill  our  hearts. 
Heaveidy  blessings,  without  nieasure, 

'J'hou  cansT  bring  us  from  above; 
Lord,  we  ask  that  heaverdy  treasure, 

Wisdoin,  holiness,  and  love. 

Dwell  within  us,  blessed  Spirit; 

Where  thou  art  no  ill  can  con)e; 
Bless  us  now,  through  Jesus'  merit; 

Reign  in  every  heart  and  home. 
Saviour,  lead  us  to  adore  thee. 

While  thou  d«'st  prol<in</  our  days; 
Then,  with  angel  hosts  before  thee. 

May  we  worship,  love,  and  praise. 

At  Sea.     8s  &  Is.        \v.  colton. 
!  onely  wand'rer  on  the  ocean. 

Fainting  for  a  place  of  rest;. 
Canst  no  longer  keep  in  motion, 

D'Jist  not  trust  the  billow's  breast. 
Feeling  fist  thy  strength  diminish. 

Yet  canst  spy  no  friendly  shore, 
And  must  sink  ere  thou  canst  finish 

One  returning  circle  more. 

Rest  thee  then,  I'll  softly  pillflw, 
'J'hy  too  flint  and  feeble  form. 

Bear  thee  safely  o'er  the  billow, 

'1  hrough  this  night  of  cloud  and  storm. 

I  was  once  like  thee  a  ranger. 

Searching  for  a  place  of  rest, 
:  But  to  peace  and  hope  a  stranger, 
i      Till  I  found  the  Saviour's  breast. 
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Poetry  by  Mrs.  T.  P.  Smith. 


(Zion.) 


■^  — ^ — ^ 

1.  God    of    heaven,  earth  and    o-cean.    We  to    day    thy   praises  sing. 
Saved  'mid  wind  and  wave's  commotion.  Grateful  anthems  we  would  bringr. 


i^z?^; 


Lord  we  praise  thee, For  thy  goodness  and  thy  grace, Lord  we  praise  thee,  For  thy,&,c. 
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Mercy  guards  us,  mercy  saves  us, 
God's  rich  mercy  is  our  song; 

Buffeting  temptation's  breakers, 
Gracious  mercy  bears  us  on — 

God  in  heaven. 
Thy  great  njercy  is  our  song. 

When  life's  voyage  shall  be  ended — 
Anchored  in  the  port  of  rest, 

With  the  Captain,  Chiist  ascended, 
And  the  millions  of  the  blest, 

There  we'll  praise  thee, 
God  of  mercy  and  of  grace. 

Cheering  Prospects.   '88,  7s  &  4s.    s 
Blessed  Saviour!   we  adore  thee, 

For  the  tokens  of  thy  love. 
It  inspires  the  soul  with  rapture. 
While  we  muse  on  joys  above. 

Shine  upon  us. 
Father,  Son,  and  Heavenly  Dove. 


Great  Redeemer!  may  the  seamen. 

On  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
Feel  the  flow  of  thy  blest  Spirit, 

And  a  golden  harvest  reap. 
Light  is  breaking 

For  the  children  of  the  deep. 

Yes,  the  long  neglected  sailor, 

Far  from  home  and  kindred  dear, 

Toiling  when  the  raging  ocean 

Fills  his  mind  with  gloon)  and  fear. 

He  is  worthy 
Of  the  Christian's  constant  praye 

When  the  sea  shall  yield  her  treasure, 
At  the  voice  of  God  the  :;^onl 

Then,  a  noble  band  of  seamen 
From  their  coral  grave  will  come, 

Robed  in  splendor, 
By  the  Lamb,  whose  will  is  done 
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When  the  voyage  of  lifn  is  over, 
And  we  reach  th;it  heavenly  land; 

Where  no  raging  billows  liarin  us. 
Safe  in  port,  a  happy  band; 

We  will  praisH  'I'hee, 
Holy,  blessed  Three  in  One. 

Encoiirasi«g  Prospects.     8s,  7s  &  4. 
Yes,  we  trust  the  day  is  breaking; 

Joyful  times  are  near  at  hand; 
God,  the  mighty  God,  is  speaking, 

By  his  word,  in  every  land: 
When  he  chooses. 

Darkness  flies  at  his  command. 
Wiiile  the  foe  becomes  more  daring, 

While  ho  enters  like  a  flood, 
God,  the  Saviour,  is  preparing 

Means  to  spread  his  truth  abroad: 
Every  language 

Soon  shall  tell  the  love  of  God 

O,  'tis  pleasant,  'tis  reviving 

To  our  hearts,  to  hear,  each  day 
Joyful  news,  from  fir  arriving, 

How  the  gospel  wins  its  way. 
Those  enlightening 

Who  in  death  and  darkness  lay. 
God  of  Jacob,  high  and  glorious, 

Let  lliy  people  see  thy  hand; 
Let  the  gospel  he  victorious. 

Through  the  world,  in  every  land; 
Then  shall  idols 

Perish,  Lord,  at  thy  command. 

Prayer  for  a  Blessing.    8e,7s  &  4.  jay. 
Come,  thou  soul  transforming  Spirit, 

Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed; 
Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit; 


Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed; 

From  the  gospel 
Nov/  supply  thy  people's  need. 

O,  may  all  enjoy  the  bles^sing 

Which  thy  word's  designed  to  give; 

Let  us  ail,  thy  love  possessing. 
Joyfully  the  truth  receive. 

And  forever 
To  thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Clirist  coming  to  Judgment. 

8s,    7s    &    4  OLIVER. 

Lo!  he  comes,  with  clouds  descending, 

Once  for  favored  sinners  slain; 
■  Thousand  thousand  saints  attending, 
;      Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train: 
Hallelujah! 
Jesus  shall  forever  reign. 

Every  eye  shall  now  behold  him. 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty: 

Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  him. 
Pierced,  and  nailed  him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

When  the  solemn  trump  has  sounded. 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away; 

All  who  hate  him  must,  confounded. 
Hear  the  summons  of  that  day — 

'•  Come  to  judgment! — 
Come  to  judgment! — come  away!'* 

Now  the  Saviour,  long  expected, 
See,  in  solemn  pomp,  appear. 

All  his  saints,  by  man  rejected. 
Now  shall  meet  him  in  the  air: 

Hallelujah! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear. 


76  TRIUMPH  IN  DEATH.     7s. 

Poetry  by  Rev.  A.  T.  (A'^tiremburg.) 
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1.  Deathless  spir-it,    now     a-rise,      Soar,  thou  na-tive  of    the  skies; 
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Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay, 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away; 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  rerjiove. 
Swift  of  wing  and  fired  with  love. 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  him; 
Hiiii,  whose  dying  love  and  power, 
Stilled  its  tossing,  hushed  its  roar. 

Safe  as  the  expanded  wave, 
Gentle  as  th-  suiiiiiier's  eve; 
Not  one  ohject  of  his  care. 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view! 
Love  divine  shall  In'ar  ihee  through; 
Trust  in  that  propitious  gale, 
Weigh  thy  anchor,  spread  thy  sail. 


Deliverance  from  Danger,  Ts.  l.  i 

Ruler  of  the  earth  and  sky. 
Who  the  thighty  deep  doth  hold, 
Tn  the  hollow  of  thy  hand, 
By  thy  slightest  word  controlled. 

Who  the  stormy  winds  dost  curb. 
Rushing  on  th^-ir  midiiiiih.t  path. 
And  the  reeling  vessel  sive 
From  the  tempest  of  their  wrath. 
Thou  from  shipwreck  and  despair. 
Didst  our  souls  in  saf -ty  set, 
VV'hr^n  all  human  help  was  vain, 
May  we  ne'er  thy  love  forget. 
Ne'er  the  tender  mercy  grieve, 
Th;.t  upheld  us  when  we  prayed. 
Nor  the  sacred  promise  break 
That  in  danger's  hour  we  made. 
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J  Strusgllnj  hope  now  sinks  and  dies, 

iln  the  glortm  oflilack  despair, 
Now  tfie  Siilor  lifts  his  eyes. 
And  his  heart,  to  heaven  in  prayer. 

>  Such  the  feelings  of  the  soul, 
I  When  the  power  divine  appeared; 
\  He  that  could  the  storm  control, 
I  Spake,  the  driving  tempest  veered. 

>  Swift  along  the  craggy  shore, 
Fearfully  the  wreck  was  driven; 
'i\Iid  the  bursting,  breaker's  roar. 
To  a  s.ife,  commodious  haven. 
So  when  time, bears  us  along. 
To  Jordan's  darkening  Hood; 
May  we  join  the  glorious  throng. 
And  chant  the  praises  of  our  (iod. 

Christ's  Invitation.     7s.      pratt's  col. 
Come,  saith  Jesus'  sacred  voice. 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 
I  will  guide  }  ou  to  your  home; 
Weary  pilgrims,  hither  come. 
Hither  cosne;  for  here  is  found 
Balm  for  every  bleeding  wound, 
Peace  which  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest,  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

Commiinioii  -ivitli  God.  Ts.     Eris.cOL. 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  our  sight  away; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free; 
Lord,  we  would  commune  with  thee. 
Soon  for  us  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away; 
Thnn.  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take  U3,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee. 
*  Lines  composed  by  a  Sailor  on  hearing  the  sound  of  the  church  going  bell,  whilst  lyin^  at 
Vichor  near  the  shore  at  Salt  Key,  Turk's  Island. 


The  clinrclk  g^oin«;^  Bell.  *    Ta. 

BY    A    SAILOB. 

Praise  lo  Heaven!  peace  to  men! 
Holy  Sabbath  comes  again: 
Day  of  thankfulness  and  prayer. 
Sweet  relief  from  lurking  care. 
Telling  of  that  distant  bourne 
Whence  to  earth  there's  no  return, 
Bless'd  of  Him,  by  men  adored. 
Holy  Sabbath  of  the  Lord! 
Innocence  is  in  the  swell 
')f  the  holy  Sabbath  bell. 
For  it  speaks  of  early  time. 
E'er  we  know  of  sin  or  crime. 
And  it  brings  around  us  h  're, 
Forms  and  faces  that  were  dear; 
'J'her*^'s  a  sweet  arid  sacred  spell 
Li  the  holy  Sabbath  bell. 
Simple,  humble  be  the  rhyme, 
Sinjling  of  the  Sabbath  chime, 
'J'hough  more  stately  numbers  roll, 
Sounding  praise  from  pole  to  pole; 
Still  the  bosom  nra}  be  stirred, 
By  the  humblest  measure  heard: 
Peace  to  all  of  peaceful  will, 
Hope  and  joy  are  living  still. 

The  Siorm.     7s. 

Fearful  lightnings  break  the  gloom. 
And  the  deafening  thunders  roar. 
Yawns  the  deep,  unf.ithomed  tomb. 
Frowns  the  clifted  craggy  shore! 
l)e:ilh,  in  its  terrific  r)rnis, 
Ixiiles  t!r^;  maddening  waves  of  fire; 
'1  he  wild  genius  of  th*^  storms, 
Sptinds  the  fury  of  his  ire. 


78       PRAY  WITHOUT  CEASING.     Ts  &  6s. 

Music  by  L.  Mason,  {Missionary  Hymn.) 
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1.  Go  when  the  morning  shineth,  Go  when  the  noon  is  bright,  Go  when  the  eve  de- 
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eartniy  thought  away,   And,     in  thy   closet  kneeling,  Do  thou  in  secret  pray, 


:^1?. 


:?7^: 


^fslL 


=EEEEErEEi:?il£ 


eeeeeeeIeee:^ 


Remember  all  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  who  hale  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be; 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim, 
And  blend  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 


J  Or,  if 'tis  e'er  denied  thee 
)       In  solitude  to  pray, 
<  Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee 
VVbvn  fiit-nds  are  round  thy  way, 
J  E'en  then  the  silent  breathing, 
\       Tin  spirit  raised  above, 
'  Will  reacii  his  throne  of  glory, 
)       V\'here  dwells  eternal  lovo 
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O,  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  tan  we  compare — 
The  grace  our  Father  gave  us 

To  pour  our  souls  in  prayer: 
Wliene'er  th(^u  pin'st  in  sadness, 

Before  his  footstool  fall; 
Remember,  in  thy  gladness. 

His  love  who  gave  thee  all. 


Confideiice  iu  God.    Ts  &  6s. 

MONTGOMEKY. 

God  is  my  strong  salvation; 

What  foe  have  I  to  fear  ? 
In  darkness  and  temptation, 

My  light,  my  help,  is  near: 
Though  hosts  encamp  around  me, 

Firm  in  the  fight  I  stand, 
What  terror  can  confound  me, 

With  God  at  my  right  hand  ? 

Place  on  the  Lord  reliance; 

.My  SDul,  with  courage  wait; 
Mis  truth  be  thine  affiance. 

When  flint  and  de^^olate; 
His  might  thy  heart  shall  strengthen, 

His  love  thy  joy  increase; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengthen; 

The  TiOrd  will  giv?  thee  peace. 

Praise  to  the  Saviour.    7s  &  63. 

To  thee,  O  blessed  Saviour, 

Our«[ralefal  son^s  we  raise; 
O,  tune  our  hearts  and  voices 

Thy  holy  name  to  praise; 
'Tis  hy  thy  sovereign  niercy 

We're  here  allowed  to  meet. 
To  join  with  friends  and  teachers 

Thy  blessing  to  entreat . 


O,  mav  thy  precious  go?pet 

Be  published  all  abroad. 
Till  the  benighted  heathen 

Shall  know  and  serve  the  Lord, 
Till  o'er  the  wide  creation 

The  rays  of  trulh  shall  shine, 
And  nations  now  in  darkness 

Arise  to  light  divine. 


To  my  bailor  Boy.    7s  &  63.     (Peculiar.) 

When  sailing  on  the  ocean. 

In  foreign  climes  you  roam. 
Oh!  think  with  fond  devotion, 

Upon  your  distant  home; 
And  never  strive  to  smother. 

But  treasure  up  with  joy. 
Remembrance  of  a  Mother, 

Who  loves  her  Sailor  b"by. 

When  thunders  loud  are  roaring 

And  vivid  lightning  fly. 
The  rain  in  torrents  pnuring. 

Sleep  will  not  greet  my  eye; 
Tears  will  bedew  my  pillow. 

You  all  my  thoughts  employ, 
Toss'd  on  the  angry  billow, 

A  little  Sailor  boy. 

I  Kind  Providence  protect  you, 
1  And  bring  you  back  again, 
I  Your  Mother  will  expect  you. 

Safe  from  the  troubled  ii-ain; 
s  No  heaven  will  not  distress  me, 
?      The  widow's  hope  destroy; 
<  Return  once  more  to  bless  me, 
1      My  little  Sailor  boy. 


80  PRAYER  AT  SEA.     6s  ^  4s. 

Words  by  Mrs.  A.  M.  C.  Edmond.  (America.) 

(  1.  Tossed  on  tho  stormy  sea.  Kneeling,  we  pray  to  tliee,  Tather  Divine!  Ontliewjld 

gr^i^zii^pz::]^  J  [^zzzq  rijrq*^^  rqzi^zzl  i  ^xr^ '-?-§ 
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I  deep — our  home,  We  have  no  temple  dome , Yet  unto  thee  we  come,Ocean  our  shrine. 


Be  thou  our  gunrd  and  guide 
On  the  darU  heaving  tide, 

Pathless  and  free; — 
When  angry  waves  arise, 
Hope  in  the  bosom  dies, 
Where  shall  we  turn  our  eyes, 

Lord!  but  to  thee! 


Hear  thou  our  enrne'^l  prayer, 
Through  Him  who  once  did  bear 

Our  weight  of  woe, — 
Him,  on  the  cross  who  died 
When  free  salvation's  tide. 
Forth  from  his  wounded  side. 

For  us  did  flow. 


(.Jrmt  his  dear  cross  may  be 
On  life's  uncertain  sea, 

Anidior  secure; 
So  shill  we  breast  the  waves, 
Where  the  tierce  t(?mpter  craves 
Souls  for  eternal  graves. 

Death  evermore. 

Jovful  our  bark  shall  ride, 
Saf-  fro:i;  the  raging  tide, 

On  to  her  haven, — 
O  when  with  weary  breath. 
But  with  exulting  faith, 
Neai  we  the  purt  of  death, 

iMour  us  iu  houvea. 
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CI&Flst  onr  confidence.    6.s  &  4s. 

H.    PALMER. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  : 

Saviour  divine, 
Now  hear  me  while  I  prayj 
Take  all  ray  guilt  away ; 
O,  let  me,  from  this  day, 

Be  wholly  thine. 

May  thy  rich  grace  impart, 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart  j 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  mc, 
O,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  Jje— 

A  living  fire. 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  nie  spread, 

Be  thou  my  Guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
r^ior  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

.    When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream, 

Shall  o'er  me  roll. 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distress  remove  j 
O,  bear  me  safe  above, — 

A  ransomed  soul. 


Praise  in  the  Courts  of  llxe  Lord. 

6s    &    4s.  SACRKD    LYniCS. 

praise  ye  Jehovah's  name; 
Praise  through  his  courts  proclaim; 

Rise  snd  adore; 
Hi<^h  o"er  the  heavens  above, 
Sound  his  great  acts  of  love, 
Willie  his  rich  grace  we  prove. 

Vast  as  his  power. 


Now  let  the  trumpet  raise 
Triumphant  sounds  of  praise. 

Wide  as  his  fame; 
There  let  the  harp  be  found; 
Organs,  with  solemn  sound, 
Roll  your  deep  notes  around. 

Filled  with  his  name. 


6a  dt  4s. 


Christ's  final  Trinmpli. 

Let  us  awake  our  joys; 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice; 

Each  creature,  sing; 
Angels,  begin  the  song; 
Moitals,  the  strain  prolong, 
In  accents  sweet  arid  strong, 

"  Jesus  is  King." 

Proclaim  abroad  his  name; 
Tell  of  his  matchless  fame; 

What  wonders  done; 
Above,  beneath,  around. 
Let  all  the  earth  resound, 
Till  heaven's  high  arch  reboand, 

*'  Victory  is  won." 
He  vanquished  sin  and  hell. 
And  our  last  foe  will  quell; 

Mourners,  rejoice; 
His  dying  love  adore; 
Praise  him,  now  raised  in  power; 
Praise  him  forevermore, 

With  joyful  voice. 
All  hail  the  glorious  day. 
When  through  the  heavenly  way, 

Lo,  he  shall  come, 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail 
His  promise  shall  not  fail; 
Saints,  see  your  King  prevail: 

Great  Saviour,  come. 


82  GOD'S  WAY  IN  THE  SEA.     L.  M. 

Poetry  by  Rev.  E.  Mudge.     Music  by  J.  Hatton.         {Duke. Street.) 
1.  God   of  ere  -  a     tion  1  Lord  of  might,  Thou  hold'st  thy  oniversai  sway. 

:=th^.z^-^zi::iz±Li^-^-^^.pzzVLBtz^i:^z± 
p-:5:fz?z*fi?:Cttpt:^±2ztpzp2Et.E=z?l?:sfi:" 

O'er  the  broad  fields  of  boundless  light,  And  in  the  sea  thou  hast  thy  way. 


Thy  trump  the  awful  thunders  sound, 
Thine  arrows  forked  lightnings  are, 

Thy  march  in  earthquakes  shake  the  ground 
And  clouds  etherejil  are  thy  cur. 

Thy  grace  is  an  unhoundod  sea, 
Wh^-re  ti'ies  of  mercy  ever  roll, 

In  endless  plenty  ri.:h  ;tn(l  free. 
For  every  needy,  thirsty  soul. 

"Thy  w.iy  i?  in  the  tsei,"  to  guide 
Thy  servants,  who  count  all  thinirs 

To  hear  the  gosp'i  o'er  the  tide,    [h>>'s, 
In  heathen  l-jnds  to  raise  the  cross 

Thy  way  is  in  the  raging  sea, 

Where  nations  rise,  and  empires  fll, 

rho'  kings  and  emperors  own  not  thee, 
Thou  art  the  sovereign  Lord  of  ail 


(  Cliristian  Voyager.     Li.  M. 

)  The  Christian  voyager  strikes  the  rock 
'That  lies  conceal'd  beneath  the  wave; 
\  Yet  si.frtly  he  survives  the  shock, 
I  For  Jesus  ready  stands  to  save. 

I  IFis  destined  I  ;nd  he  sometimes  sees, 
<  And  tliinks  his  toiis  wiil  so(m  be  o'er, 

>  Fxpncts  a  gf-ntle  hahny  breezrj 

>  Will  waft  hi. 11  quicivly  to  the  shore 

\  But  harl<!— the  uiirlnight  tempest  ro  .is 
i  He  3eeii!S  forsaken,  and  alone: 
)  IJul  Jesus,  whom  he  then  implores, 
\  ['nsenn  prest-r  es  and  le  ids  him  on. 
;  Though  fear  his  heart  should  oveuhelin, 
'  He  11  reach  the  port  to  whi -h  he's  ij.'Und, 
i  For  Jesus  holds  and  guides  the  helm. 
And  soon  the  haven  will  be  found. 
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Seamen  Sin*?  Praises.     L,.  M. 

Sing,  seamen,  sin<^  to  (ind  on  hi^h! 

And  let  his  praise  on  every  breeze, 
Sound  to  all  lands,  both  far  and  ni^ih, 

O'er  swelling  floods  and  raging  seus 

So  lie  ordains  that  you  should  sing. 
And  tell  the  wor'cJ  his  power  lo  save; 

To  heathen  lands  his  gospel  bring. 
To  cheer  their  passage  to  the  grave. 

Then  ?ing,  ye  seanren,  sing  and  tell 
Of  all  the  goodness  ofthe  l.ord, 

In  saving  men  fr()rii  sin  and  hell. 
By  his  good  spirit  and  his  word. 

By  land  or  Sea,  at  home,  abroad. 
In  ehristinn  or  in  heathen  l.inds: 

Lift  up  your  voineand  praise  your  God, 
In  all  the  labour  of  your  hands. 

Sailor  liny  to  his  Mother.     Ij.  HI. 

My  mother!   many  a  year  has  fled, 

Since  first  \  left  my  native  shore; 
Now  the  dark  ocean  is  my  bed. 

And  my  night  hyrr«n  the  billows'  roar. 
No  longer,  as  in  davs  gone  bv, 

I  f.^el  thy  hand  upon  me  laid; 
And  see  the  tear-drop  fill  thine  eye. 

As  thou  caird  blessings  on  iriy  head. 

No  hmg'T  does  thy  prayer  at  even. 
In  thy  lov'd  voice  so  sweet,  and  low. 

Like  a  kind  angel,  sent  from  heaven. 
The  way  to  truth  and  viitue  show. 

Bnt  as  the  lonely  deck  I  pice. 
And  gaze  into  the  calm  blue  sky, 

I  seem  to  see  thy  well  known  face. 
And  meet  thy  gentle,  loving  eye. 


And  tijen  the  voice  of  evening  prayer. 

In  thrilling  tones  I  kfiovv  full  well, 
Co-nes  like  sweet  music  to  my  eir, 

And  ch  .ins  me  with  its  holy  spell. 
And  as  I  list  that  prayer  at  even, 

Its  pleading,  supplicating  tone. 
Bids  me  to  hope  mv  sins  forgiven 

By  the  All  i'aith'ful  holy  One. 

My  mother's  voice  so  full  of  love; 

My  mother's  heait  so  full  of  prayer; 
Whene'er  they  reach  a  throne  above. 

Will  find  thro'  Ciirist  acceptance  there. 

FLORA. 


Broken  Vows.     L..  I»I.        s. 

Men  vow  to  Him  who  rules  on  high. 
And  to  him  for  protection  cry: 
VVhf^n  tempest  howls,  and  thunder  rolls. 
Then  fear  alarms  their  deathless  souls. 

But  when  he  calms  the  raging  sea, 
'I'hev  do  not  bow  to  him  the  knee; 
Th^'y  break  the  solemn  vows  they  made. 
When  ligntnings  fl.tshed,  and  tempests 
raged. 
J 'I'hose  vows  men  make  in  trouble,  will 
}  O  le   liiy  ihnir  he.irts  with  sorrow  fill; 
]  It  will  be  then  too  l.:te  to  say,  • 

^  1  now  my  broken  vows  will  pay. 

<  God  does  remember  every  vow, — 
)  .And  though  we  scoff  and  tiiflu  now 
'  VV  ith  judgirieiit  and  eternal  hell, 
\  Tliere,  tliose  vvho  break  their  vows  must 
dwell. 

Now  is  the  time  to  p;iy  your  vowg. 
His  bow  of  mercy  round  \mx  throws 
Its  golden  rays,  O,  heed  this  bow. 
And  God  will  grace  on  you  bestow 


84    FAITH,  THE  SOUL'S  SPY  GLASS.    L.  M. 

{Missionary   Chant.) 


Music  by  Ch.  Zeuner.     Poetry  by  P.  Stow. 


1.  Faith   is   a 
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lass  for  the  soul  ;  It  shows  where  foatninji;  billows  roll 
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Where  rocks  and  whirlpools  lirve  the    way,        To  drown  tiie  ship  that  sails  astray. 
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Thro'  this  clear  glass  the  soul  rr.ay  see 
The  bleeding  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
That  sight  will  dissipate  the  gloom, 
Which  sin  has  gathered  o'er  the  tomb. 

While  sailing  o'er  the  sea  of  time, 
Faith  eyes  a  pure  and  blissful  clime; 
Far,  far  beyond  life's  stormy  deep; 
Where  howlmg  winds  wake  notironi  sieep. 

Faith  casts  an  anchor  in  that  B;iy, 
Where  gentle,  balmy  breezes  play; 
And  moors  the  soul  to  A  is;  white  throne, 
Who  will  the  faithful  victors  crovvu. 

Sons  of  the  deep!   behold  the  cross, 
Believe  in  Christ,  our  liighteousnt^ss, 
He'll  give  strong  faith,  and  ligiitthe  \vay, 
That  leads  to  heaven's  eternal  day. 


Tlie  Sailor's  Chapel.     I^.  M. 

<  We  kindle  here  a  beacon  light 
For  those  whose  home  is  on  the  wave, 

i'l'o  guide  the  .seaman's  course  aiight. 
On  treach'rous  coasts,where  tempests  lave. 

Dangers  and  death  in  forms  untold, 
S  The  daring  sons  of  ocean  seize; 
{Their  life-blood  chilied  by  polar  cold, 
I  By  ice  fields  crushed  in  northern  seas. 

When  storms  tei  rific  rouse  the  swell 
1  Of  angry  billows  mountain  high, 
I  Far  up  the  cres-ted  waves  they  go, 

Then  sink  to  coral  depths  below. 
I  They  need  the  c'eeririir  hope  of  heaven, 
The  peace  of  God  within  their  breast. 
An  anchor,  wliea  by  roui,fh  winds  driven, 
A  pole  star,  pointing  unto  rest. 
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The  Sailor.     L.  M. 

Sailor!  we  need  thee,  to  extend 
Thy  hand  to  lost  and  ruined  men; 

Thy  noblest  efforts  to  expend, 
'ro  bring  our  race  to  God  again. 

The  eyes  of  Christians  turn  to  thee, 

While  tliey  would  fill  the  world  with  light, 
And  Jesus,  also,  looks  to  see 

Thee  labor  with  a  sailor's  might. 

Sailor!  a  gospel  herald  be! 

Enter  the  service  of  the  Lord, 
Rich  freight  bear  to  eternity, 

Which,  there,  sha.l  be  'tiiy  great  reward.' 

Good  tidings  of  salvation  t:ike 

To  those  who  are  the  slaves  of  sin. 

Their  iron  fetters  haste  to  break, 
JM  now  this  blessed  work  begin. 


God  a  Rock.    Ij.  M, 

When  thickly  beat  the  storms  of  life, 
And  heavy  is  the  chastening  rod. 

The  soul,  beyond  the  waves  of  strife. 
Views  the  eternal  rock — her  God, 

What  hope  dispels  the  spirit's  gloom. 
When  sinking  'neith  nfflicrion's  shock  ? 

Faith,  through  the  vista  of  the  tomb, 
Points  to  the  everlasting  rock. 

Is  there  a  man  who  cannot  see 

That  joy  and  grief  are  from  above  ? 

O,  let  him  humbly  bend  the  knee. 
And  own  his  Father's  chastt-ning  love. 

Hope,  Grace,  and  Truth,  with  gentle  hand, 
Sliall  lead  a  bleeding  Saviour's  flock, 

A.nd  show  them,  in  the  promised  land,  . 
The  shelter  of  th'  eternal  Rock. 


Blessedness  of  ilie  Rigliteo-ag.  Ij.  M. 

BARDAULD. 

How  blest  the  righteoui?  when  he  dies! 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes! 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast' 
So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away; 
So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day; 
\  So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears. 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell. 
How  bright  th'unchanging  morn  appears 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  faiewell! 

Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay. 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies. 
While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
'  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he^dies! ' 

Farting  witli  carnal  Joys.     Ii.  J>I. 

WATTS. 

I  send  the  joys  of  earth  away; 
Away,  ye  tempteis  of  the  mind, 
False  as  the  smooth,  deceitful  sea 
And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind. 

Your  streams  were  flonting  me  along 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  dark  despair; 
And  while  I  listened  to  your  song. 
Your  streams  had  e'en  conveyed  me  there. 

Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchless  grace, 
That  warned  me  of  that  dark  abyss, 
That  drew  me  from  those  treach'ruus  seas, 
And  hade  nie  seek  superior  bliss. 

Now  to  the  shining  realms  above 

I  stretch  rr)y  hands  and  glance  my  eyes; 

O  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

To  be;'-  'lie  to  the  upper  skies' 


86    POWER  AND  MAJESTY  OF  GOD.     C.  M. 

Poetry  by  H.  K.  White.     Music  by  Gardiner.  (Dedham.) 


winds  obey  his  will; 


1.  The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  in  might;  The  winds  obey  his  <vill; 
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He  speaks,  and  in  the  heavenly  height,  The  roilini^  sun  stands  still. 


Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar; 

The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand, 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

Ye  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine; 

Without  his  hijjh  behest. 
Ye  sh  ill  not,  in  th^  mountain  pine, 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  rest. 

Flis  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar; 

Iti  distant  peals  it  flies; 
He  binds  the  whirlwinds  to  his  car, 

And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

Ye  nations,  bend:  in  reverence  bend; 

Ye  iiionarchs.  vv;iit  his  nod. 
And  hid  the  choral  song  as.rend 

To  celebrate  our  Cjod. 


Paul's  Voyage.     C.  31. 

If  Paul  in  Cesrir's  court  must  stand, 

Me  need  not  fear  the  sea; 
Secured  from  harm  on  every  hand 

By  the  divine  d«!cree. 
Although  the  ship  in  which  he  sail'd, 

By  dreadful  storms  w.is  toss'd; 
The  promise  over  all  prevaild, 

And  not  a  life  was  lost. 
Jesus  I   the  God  whom  Paul  adored. 

Who  saves  in  time  of  need; 
Was  then  confess'd  by  all  on  board, 

A  present  help  indeed! 
Believers  thus  are  tossM  about. 

On  life's  tempestuous  main: 
But  grace  ass-irns  beyond  a  doubt; 

They  shall  their  port  ultuia. 
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The  Sailor  at  home  again.    C.  91. 

BY    N.    COLVER. 

Hail  to  the  precinus  Sabbath  morn! 

Hail  to  this  bethel  home! 
Saviour,  to  meet  thy  kind  return. 

We  wandTers  gladly  come. 
Toss'd  on  the  billowy  road  of  life, 

With  suns,  and  stars,  unblest; 
From  clouds,  and  storms,  and  tempests  rife, 

We  come,  to  seek  thy  rest. 
Here  let  our  weary  spirits  tind, 

The  God  of  Jacob  still; 
With  proriiispd  grace  to  ctieer  the  mind. 

Our  hearts  with  comfort  fill. 
Spirit  divine,  on  us  descend, 

Make  this  a  time  of  love, — 
The  pledges  of  thy  grace  renew, 

SeuPd  from  thy  courts  above. 

Save  I  lie  toiler.     C.  M. 

The  Sailer's  home  is  on  the  wave, 

And  there  his  grave  may  be; 
O  christian  stretch  thy  hand  and  save 

This  pilgrim  of  the  sea. 
O  haste  ye,  for  his  life  is  brief. 

Those  '*  wild  waves"  roaring  free — 
May  3iiik  to  everla.sting  death. 

The  pilgtim  of  the  sea 

Hh  heart  is  gen'rous,  kind  and  brave — 
Landsmen!  he  toils  for  thee; 

For  thoe  he  finds  an  early  grave. 
Lone  pilgrim  of  the  sea. 

Uur  Clod  has  pledged  a  bright  reward 
To  those  who'll  set  him  free; 

And  blest  are  they,  who  turn  to  God, 
One  pilgrim  of  tbe  sea. 


The  Sailor's  Gra-ve.    C.  91.    BBL.  BLM 

O  place  me  not  in  sordid  dust, 

VVhen  life  shall  cease  to  be; 
For  where  could  I  this  body  trast, 

But  in  the  deep  blue  sea  ? 
In  thy  broad  bosom,  mighty  deep> 

So  quietly  I'll  lie; 
;  And,  resting  with  my  fathers,  sleep, 

While  wild  winds  o'er  me  sigh. 

The  weeds  shall  be  my  winding-sheet. 

My  coffin  be  of  shell; 
And  when  I  sleep  in  caverns  d«ep; 

No  chiseled  woids  shall  tell. 

Roll  on,  roll  on!  \e  mountain  waves, 
My  dirge  is  in  your  roar, — 

Roll  on,  till  all  within  their  graves 
Shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more! 

The  sea  shall  then  restore  her  dead. 
And  fiom  its  depths  I'll  rise; 

Then  may  I  mount  with  Christ  my  heaj, 
And  dwell  above  the  skies. 

Seaman's  Concert.    C.  M.    P.  n.  B. 

We  come,  O  Lord,  before  thy  throne. 

And,  with  united  pleas. 
We  weep,  we  pray  for  those  whu  roam. 

Far  off  upon  the  seas. 


Oh  may  the  Holy  Spirit  bow 
The  Sailor's  h^art  to  thoe. 

Till  tears  of  deep  contrition  6ow, 
Like  rain-drops  on  the  sea. 

Then  may  a  Saviour's  dying  love. 
Pour  peace  into  his  breast. 

And.  waft  him  to  the  port  abcr«|^ 
The  pfort  of  glorioae  reiU 


88  PRAISE  TO  GOD.     C.  M. 

Poetry  by  Mrs.  Heinans.     Music  by  Tansur^  1735.         {St.  Martinis.) 


ry  height,  Songs  to    hia  glory  raise! 

iii*lili?g 


1.  Praise  ye  the  Lord!    on       eve  -  ry  height,  Songs  to    hia  glory  raise! 


Ye     an-gel  hosts^    ye  stars  of  light,  Join  in       im  -  mor-tal  praise. 
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It  was  his  word  which  gave  you  birth, 

And  majesty  and  might; 
Praise  ye  the  Highest  from  the  earth. 

And  let  the  deeps  unite! 

The  fire  and  vapor,  hail  and  snow, 
Are  servants  of  his  will ; — 

And  storniy  winds,  that  fiercely  blow, 
His  mandate  ihey  fulfil. 

Mountains  and  rorks,  to  heaven  that  rise. 

And  restless  mighty  flood; 
Creatures  of  life,  that  wing  the  skies, 

Or  track  the  plain  for' food. 

Praise  ye  his  name,  to  whom  alone 
AH  homage  should  be  given; 

When  glory  from  ih'  eternal  throne, 
iipreada  wide  o'er  earth  and  heaven. 


God's  Po-»ver  on  tlie  Ocean.    C.   M. 

To  thee  O  God!  whose  just  command 

Earth,  sen,  and  air  obey; 
We  gladly  meet  a  joyful  band, 

And  here  our  homage  pay. 
We've  seen  thy  works  upon  the  sea. 

Thy  wonders  in  the  deep; 
When  thou  didst  loose  the  stormy  winds, 

O'er  raging  waves  to  sweep. 
We've  sunk  in  Ocean's  fearful  depJhs, 

Then  rose  on  mountain  waves; 
We've  clung  to  rocks  o'er  the  bright  seas, 

'I'hat  yawn'd  like  watery  graves. 
Then  from  the  deep  we  called  on  God, 

The  raging  wirids  to  stay; 
The  angry  winds  were  hushed  to  sleep, 

At  his  almighty  eway. 
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TKe  BetHel  Flag.    C.  M.     F.  s.  key. 
To  thee  O  God,  whose  awful  voice, 

The  sea  and  air  obey; 
This  humble  house  of  prayer  we  raise. 

And  here  our  homage  pay. 
I  fere,  in  this  house  high  hymns  of  joy, 

Thy  rescued  sons  shall  raise; 
And  glowing  hearts,  and  ready  tongues, 

'J'heir  great  Protector  praise. 
They  called  on  Thee,  and  th'  raging  sea 

Sunk  down  at  Thy  comn)andI 
Their  troubled  souls  Thou  didst  set  free, 

By  thine  Almighty  Hand. 
Here  let  them  come,  and  th'  holy  flag 

Shall  float  in  sainted  air; 
As  high  they  raise  the  hymn  of  praise, 

And  breathe  the  solemn  prayer. 

■Wonders  of  Ihe  Deep.     C.  M. 

Oh  God  I  thy  name  they  well  may  praise, 
Who  to  the  deep  go  down; 

And  trace  the  wonders  of  thy  ways, 
Where  mountain  billows  frown. 

For  them  the  fiir  majestic  sight. 

Hath  met  their  wand'ring  eyes, 
Beneath  the  streaming  northern  light, 

Or  blaze  of  Indian  skies. 
If  gloiious  be  that  awful  deep. 

No  huinau  power  can  bind, 
VVh  it  then  art  Thou,  who  bid'st  it  keep 

Within  its  bounds  confined? 

Let  heaven  and  earth  in  praise  unite. 

Eternal  praise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  rouse  the  tempest's 
might. 

Or  still  the  raging  aea! 


The  Sea  of  Gallilee.    C.  M, 

BY    MISS    M.    ROBINSON. 

Bow  down  my  spirit,  and  adore. 
While  thus  I  gaze  on  thee. 

Thou  favored  spot  of  all  the  earthy 
Thrice  hallowed  Gallilee. 

^  Bow  down  my  spirit  and  adore, 
\      As  in  the  courts  above; 
/  Behold  the  place  the  Saviour  trod, 
<      In  sorrow  and  in  love. 

I  There  is  no  sound  along  thy  shore; 
\      No  murmur  of  thy  wave; 
I  But  tells  of  }iin)  who  left  the  skies, 
I      And  life  eternal  gave. 

]  3Iethinks  among  those  stirring  leaves 
^       His  accents  linger  yet, 
\  And  fancy  sees  each  glittering  shrub 
With  tears  of  pity  wet. 

How  great  that  love,  thy  silver  waves. 

The  tale  can  well  attest. 
As  from  a  simple  seaman's  boat. 

That  floated  on  thy  breast. 

The  God  who  reared  those  lofty  hills. 

And  gave  the  seas  their  birth; 
There  deigned  to  teach  the  outcast  poor; 

The  ignorant  of  eaith. 

Thy  conscious  waters  knew  their  God, 

And  yielded  to  his  will. 
As  moved  along  the  troubled  deep. 

The  gentle  words,  "  Be  still,"   • 

Or  when  beneath  the  starless  skj. 

Upon  the  stormy  wave, 
He  went  in  rnercy's  fairest  guise. 

To  succor  and  to  save.  "    * 


90         DIVINE  CONDESCENSION.     S.  M. 

Poetry  by  Dr.  Waits.     Musit  by  L.  Mason.  {Boyhton.) 


1.  O     Lord,  oiir    heavenly     King,  Thy    nume  is      all 
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I         Thy  glo-ries  round  the  earth  are  spread, And  o'er  the  heavens  they  shine. 
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When  to  thy  works  on  high 
I  raise  my  wondering  eyes. 

And  see  the  moon,  complete  in  light. 
Adorn  the  evening  skiea, — 

When  1  survey  the  stars. 

And  all  their  shinini;  forms, — 

Lord,  wh:itis  rnan.  that  worthless  thing. 
Akin  to  dust  and  worms  ? 

Lord,  what  is  worthless  man, 
Thit  thou  shouldst  love  him  so? 

Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  placed. 
And  lord  of  all  helow. 

IIow  rich  thy  bounties  are, 
How  wondrous  are  thy  ways, 

That,troui  the  dust,Tliy  power  should  frame 
A  monnmeBt  of  praise' 


Living  by  Faith.     S.  M. 

If  an  a  quiet  sea 

Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail. 
With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  iheo. 

We'll  own  the  favoring  gale. 
But  should  the  surges  rise. 

And  rest  delay  to  come. 
Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm. 

Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 
Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

All  yield  at  thy  control; 
Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 

'J'he  midnight  of  the  soul. 

Teach  us,  in  every  state. 
To  make  thy  will  our  own, 

And,  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart. 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 
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Tlie  Mission  Sliip.     S.  M.    j.  h.  h. 

tJehnId  that  stately  ship, 

VVilh  pennon  streaiiiin<^  wide; 

Her  cunsas    spread,  with  giant  strides, 
Sh(!  plows  the  briny  tide. 

The  finning  hreczs  speeds  on, 

A  sacred,  precious  trust; 
The  gospel  heialds  hear  his  name, — 

The  Holy  and  the  Jast. 

In  drear  benighted  cliines. 

When  ra\less  billows  roll, — 

The  lamp  of  life  leHects  its  beams, 
To  light  the  darAened  soul. 

The.  gospel's  jo\ful  sound. 

Kails  sweetly  on  the  ear; 
A  Saviour's  love  pMiclaimed  abroad. 

Bids  idols  disappear. 


The  Grnce  of  Christ.    S.  M. 

We  sing  the  Saviour's  love. 
Who  pitied  wretched  man. 

Delighting  in  the  thought  of  peace, 
Ere  timtj  and  worlds  began. 

We  see  its  smiling  beams, 

Forthshining  at  his  birth. 
And  trace  its  lustre  day  by  day. 

While  he  sojourned  on  earth. 

But,  in  his  closing  hour, 

How  infinite  his  grace. 
When,  bowed  beneath  the  curse,  he  died 

'J'o  save  the  chosen  race  I 

;  Ten  thousand  thousand  songs, 
;       With  high,  seraphic  tiame, 
;  Fall  fir  below  the  boundless  praise 
;      Of  our  Immanuel's  name. 


Kim!«ess  to  our  Frailty.'    S.  31. 

The  pity  of  ih?  I.ord, 

To  tliosr!  th  .t  fear  his  name. 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  ftiel ; 
He  knows  nur  feeble  frame. 

He  knows  wh  are  but  dust, 

Scii tiered  with  every  breath; 
His  anger,  li'vu  a  rising  wind, 
^  Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

Our  d  ivs  are  as  the  grass. 
Or  like  thr;  uiorniug  flower; 

Wlitii  1)1  istin'i  will  Is  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
I.  withers  in  an  hour. 

But  thy  conip  is-iians,  I^ord, 

To  endless  ye.rs  endure; 
And  children's  children  evet  find 

Thy  words  of  prouiise  sure. 


Preparation  for  the  Judgment.  S.  AI. 

And  will  the  Judge  descend  ? 

And  must  the  dead  arise  ? 
And  not  a  single  soul  escape 

His  all-discerning  eyes  ? 

How  will  my  heart  endure 

The  terrors  of  that  day. 
When  earth  anrl  heaven,  before  his  face. 

Astonished,  shiink  away  ? 

But,  ere  the  trumpet  shakes 
'J'he  mansions  of  the  dead, 
>Hark!   from  the  gospel's  cheering  sound 
<      What  joyful  tidings  spread! 

)  Come,  sinners,  seek  his  grace, 
^       Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear; 
'.  Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  cro9s» 
>      And  find  salvation  there. 


92         APPEAL  OF  THE  SAILOR.     C.  M. 

Poetry  by  Mrs.  Sigourney.  (Rochester.) 

1.  Hear  I  dwellers  on  the    sta-ble  land,  Of  dangers,  -what  know  ye  ? 

2.  The  fair  trees  shade  you  from  the  sun,  You  see  the  harvest  srow, 
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Like  us  who  dare  the  'vvhelminof  surge.  Or  trust  the  treach'rous  sea ; 
And  drink  the  fi-agrance  of  the  breeze,  When  the  first  ros-es  blow 
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But  still,  what  know  ye  of  the  joy 
That  lights  our  ocean  strife — 

When  on  its  way  the  gallant  ship 
Sweeps  like  a  thing  of  life 

And  gaily,  to  the  wished-for  port, 
With  fav'ring  breeze  we  &tand, 

Or  first  your  misty  line  descry, 
Hills  of  my  native  land! 

Yet  oh!  there's  peril  in  our  path, 
Beyond  the  wrecking  blast; 

A  peril  that  may  reach  the  soul, 
When  life's  short  voyage  is  past. 

S3nd  U3  your  Bibles  when  we  go 
Forth  on  the  foaming  wave, 

iTour  men  of  prayer,  to  teach  us  how 
To  meet  a  wat'ry  grave. 


A  Mariner's  Hymn.     C.  M. 

While  on  the  swelling  sea  of  life. 

Proud  (nortals  heedless  sail; 
Their  guilty  passions  drive  them  far. 

Till  cheering  prospects  fail. 
Then  gloomy  storms,  and  fearful  roar 

Of  tempests,  thre:Jten  death. 
And  yet  all  hands  love  not  the  nanw 

Of  God  who  gives  them  breath. 
May  seamen  for  this  haven  steer. 

And  see  their  Jesus  there. 
Behold  his  bloody  sweat,  and  hear 

His  agonizing  prayer. 
Be  then  this  port  my  chief  delight, 
J       'Till  moor'd  in  heaven  above; 
I  Weeping  I'll  gaze  upon  the  sight, 
<      And  bo  dissolved  in  love. 
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God  seen  In  liis  AVorlcs.    C.  M. 

WALLACE. 

There's  not  a  star  whose  twinkling  light 

Illuiiies  the  distant  earth, 
An<\  cheers  the  solemn  ^loom  of  night, 

But  goodness  gave  it  hirth. 
There's  not  a  cloud  whose  dews  distil 

Upon  the  parching  clod, 
And  clothe  with  verdure  vale  and  hill, 

That  is  not  sent  by  God. 
There's  not  a  place  in  earth's  vast  round, 

In  ocean  deep,  or  air, 
Where  skill  and  wisdom  are  not  found; 

For  God  is  every  where. 
Around,  beneath,  below,  above. 

Wherever  space  extends. 
There  Her.vea  displays  its  boundless  love, 

And  power  with  goodness  blends. 

SAviftness  of  Time.     C.  M. 

J.    Q.    ADAMS. 

How  swift,  alas!   the  moments  fly! 

How  rush  the  years  along! 
Scarce  here,  yet  gone  already  by — 

The  burden  of  a  song. 

See  childhood,  youth,  and  manhood, pass. 
And  age,  with  furrowed  biow; 

Time  was — time  shall  be — but,  alas  I 
Where,  where  in  time  is  now  ? 

Time  is  the  measure  but  of  change; 

No  present  hour  is  found; 
The  piist,  the  future,  fill  the  range 

Of  time's  unceasing  round. 

Where,  then,  is  now  ?   In  lealms  above. 
With  God's  atoning  Lamb, 

In  regions  of  eternal  love. 
Where  sits  enthroned  I  AM. 


(         Tlie  Mariner's  Psalm.    C.  M. 

I  Thy  works  of  glory,  mighty  Lo.d, 
^      Thy  wonders  in  the  deeps. 
The  sons  of  courage  shall  record, 

Who  trade  in  floating  ships. 
At  thy  command,  the  winds  arise. 

And  swell  the  towering  waves; 
The  men,  astonished,  mount  the  skies. 

And  sink  in  gaping  graves. 
Sailors  rejoice  to  lose  their  fears. 

And  see  the  storm  allay'd; 
Now  to  their  eyes  the  port  appears, 

There  let  their  vows  be  paid. 
O  that  the  sons  of  men  would  praise 

'J'he  goodness  of  the  Lord! 
And  those  that  see  thy  wondrous  ways, 

1'hy  wondrous  love  record. 

The  Sailor  Sorro^ving  for  Sin.    C.  M 

BY    REV.    E.    MUDGE. 

Come,  sailor,  come  with  all  the  grief, 

With  which  thy  soul  is  riven. 
And  though  earth  yields  thee  no  relief. 

There's  hope  for  thee  from  heaven. 
Though  you  have  run  a  wild  career, 
t      By  passion's  whirlwind  driven  ; 
Come,   change   your  course,    and    you 
may  wear, 

A  sparkling  crown  in  heaven. 
O,  let  your  future  life  declare 

That  you  to  God  have  given 
Your  heart,  to  live  a  life  of  prayer. 

And  seek  a  rest  in  heaven. 

O  come,  before  life's  day  declines, 
\      In  clouds  of  darkest  even; 
1  Secure  a  place  where  glory  shinei« 
J      In  endless  day  in  heaven. 


94        THE  MORAL  LIGHT  HOUSE.     L.  M. 


Words  by  P.  Stow, 


(Uxbridge.) 

O l-T 


1.  God's  moral  lights,  his  children  are,  From  them  a  radiance  streams  a-far; 


W-9 1 1 Ir — I !t — ^-H — TT — '--^ ' I'T-i- — IT W~ 

!±i8Z«'z:*z:i]t--i-zaI:i2Ei;IJz?2?z*4i:2il:,3it!: 
i  -•-.^  , 

O'er  sea  and  land    in  eve  -  ry  clime,  The  Star  of  Hope  o'er  them  will  shine. 
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Now  they  receive  their  light  and  bliss 
From  Christ,  the  Sun  of  righteousness; 
His  noellow  li;iht  illumes  the  soul. 
When  rayless  billows  (niidly  roll. 

They  were  in  sin  and  darkness  too. 
But  Jesus  did  th^ir  soOls  renew; 
He  gave  them  light,  Iroiii  lieav'n  above. 
And  o'er  thern  spread  his  bow  of  love. 

Cod  will  iinpirt  this  light  to  all. 
If  WH  obey  his  winning  c.tll; 
He  will  array  in  bright  attire. 
And  give  us  pure,  celestial  fire. 

But  if  we  heed  not  moral  light. 
And  choose  to  grope  in  nature's  night, 
Oar  bark  will  dash  upon  thai  shore. 
Where  light  will  greet  the  soul  no  more. 


Birtli  day  Hymn.     li.  M. 

My  years  roll  on:  the  tide  of  time 
Bears  me  thro'  many  a  changing  clime: 
I've  summers,  winters,  heat  and  cold. 
Winds,  calms,  and  tempests  ten  times  to  d. 

.Mv  V ears  roll  on:  and  with  them  flows 
'I'hat  merry  whi^^h  no  limit  knows; 
''i'is  mercv's  current  makes  me  glide, 
In  hope  of  Sifety,  down  the  tide 
My  years  roll  on:   I  hen  let  me  know 
'I  he  great  design  for  whit:h  they  flow; 
And  as  the  ship  flcj  .ts  oVr  the  wave, 
'I  he  vessel.  Lord,  in  mercy  sive. 
Mv  vears  roll  on:    my  soul  be  st.ll, 
Guided  by  love  thy  course  fulfil: 
And  when  life's  anxious  voyage  is  past, 
Aly  rest  shall  be  with  Christ  at  last. 
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The  Betliel.    Ti.  BI.  r.  s. 

The  llfilht;!  is  the  place  for  thee, 
Thoa  wandVer  o'er  the  p.-ithltiss  sea; 
Here  vuu  may  have  your  spirit  blest, 
A  ad  find  in  Jesus  perfect  rest. 

Tne  Bethel  is  'he  place  for  thee, 
For  God  is  here,  and  he  will  see 
Thy  tearful  eye  and  throbbing  heart, 
And  bid  thy  load  of  guilt  depart. 

The  Bethel  is  the  place  for  thee. 
To  pay  the  vows  you  made  at  sea; 
When  crested  billows  o'er  you  roll'd, 
You  mercy  crav'd  with  sighs  untold. 

The  Bethel  is  the  place  for  thee, 
De-ir  seamen,  now  to  Jesus  flee; 
Tht^n  when  the  slorms  of  life  are  past. 
You'll  go  where  all  the  weary  rest. 

God's  Presence.    1..  M.    n.  colver. 
God's  voice  is  heard  when  thunders  roar, 

I  see  him  in  the  lightning's  blaze; 
The  earth  stands  trembling  at  his  pow'r. 
And  owns  bis  hand,  and  speaks  his  praise. 

lie  rides  upon  the  stormy  bbist. 

That  howls  along  its  billowy  road; 
I'he  sl.ig«it!ring  hulk,  the  shivering  must, 
,      Proclaim  lhegreat,and  dreadful  God. 

Nur  less,  his  goodness,  shines  abroad. 
In  siiiiling  suns,  and  filling  showers; 

He  writes  his  name  upon  the  cloud, 
And  seals  the  promised  blessing  ours. 

lU  all  his  works,  my  God  I  see; 

But  still  I  fdcl  his  glory  more, 
Wh^n  e'er  I  gaze  on  Calvary. 

And  my  redeeraiug  God  adore. 


Sfecuri  y  in  God.     li.  I>I.    w  A.TVS. 

How  oft  have  sin  and  Satan  strove 
To  rend  my  soul  from  thee,  my  Gud 

But  everliisting  is  thy  love, 

And  Jesus  seals  it  with  his  blood. 

The  oath  and  promise  of  the  Lord, 
Join  to  confirm  the  wondrous  grace; 

Eternal  power  performs  the  word, 
And  tills  ail  heaven  with  cndless'praise. 

Amidst  temptations,  sharp  and  long. 
My  soul  to  this  dear  refuge  flies; 

Hope  is  my  anchor,  firm  and  str<»ng. 
While  tempests  blow  and  billows  rise. 

;  The  go«pel  bears  my  spirit  up; 
A  fiithful  and  unch;inging  God 
Lays  the  foundation  for  my  hope. 
In  oaths,  and  promises^  and  blued. 


?  True  Friend.     L,,    M,  T.  s. 

>  There  is  a  Friend  who's  always  nigh, 
(  To  those  who  on  his  word  rely ; 
\  When  storms  arise,  and  billows  roll, 
i  He  will  piotect  the  humble  soul. 

\  When  dangers  in  their  pathway  lie, 
s  And  howling  tHinpests  raare  and  sigh  ; 
\  He  then  will  keep  with  watchful  care, 
;  All  those  who  seek  his  f  ice  by  prayer. 

\  When  sickness  rends  their  mortal  frame, 
I  .And  human  aid  appeals  in  vain; 
\  He'll  p«>ve  a  frii-nd  in  ti.iie  of  need 
To  all  who  will  his  proii  ise  plead. 

Come.  then,  bold  penmen,  seek  tlii.s  Friend  ! 
He'll  constant  prove  till  time  shall  end; 
And  when  the  voyage  of  life  is  o'er. 
He'll  land  you  safe  on  Canaan's  shore. 
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HOLT  FORTITUDE.     C.  M. 


Poetry  by  Dr.  Waits. 


(Balerma,) 
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1.  Am      I      a     sol-dier    of  the  cross,  A  follower  of  the  Lamb  ? 


— r|=:±:Erjz:±:=:*f:2^z^:i:2^=E[=:ttrzEzEftrt=tfcE!: 


And  shall  I    fear  to  own  his  cause,  Or  blush    to  speak  his  name  / 
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Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease  I 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  priza, 

And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas? 

Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face. 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace. 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 

They  see  the  triumph  fioiii  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 

And  all  thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies. 

The  glory  shall  be  thine. 


liiglit  is  breaking.    C.  M. 

How  changed  the  vision  of  the  sea. 

The  diuj  cloud  floating  o'er, 
Spreads  on  the  azure  canopy. 

And  breaks  in  mercy's  shower. 
Thus  when  the  ocean  wanderer  feels 

The  Law's  fierce  lightning-flame, 
And  hears  its  bursting  thunder-peals 

The  doom  of  death  proclaim ; — 

The  light  of  heavenly  mercy  plays 
On  his  Redeemer's  brow, 

There's  life  immortal  in  its  rays, 
And  he's  forgiven  now. 

We  bless  the  goodness  of  our  Lord, 
Who  sends  his  light  to  thee, 

O,  love  his  name,  believe  his  wordt 
Our  brother  of  the  sea! 
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The  Sailor's  Friend.    C.  M. 

Of  old  did  Jesus  condescend 

To  calm  the  raging  sea, 
O,  he  was  then  th^  Sailor's  Friend, 

And  such  he  slill  would  be. 

Tie  does  but  wail  to  hear  us  crave, 
As  they  besought  him  then — 
'Master,  we  peiish!  come  and  save, 
For  wo  are  dying  men!" 

Not  to  sustain  our  mortal  breath, 

We  raise  the  earnest  cry; 
Lord  save  our  precious  souls  from  death, 

And  make  us  fit  to  die. 

Then  blow,  ye  winds,  ye  surges  roar! 

'Twill  not  our  souls  appal; 
Tho'  waves  and  billows  pass  us  o'er. 

And  deep  to  deep  should  call. 

Miracles  of  Ciirist.     C.  M. 

And  didst  thou,  Jesus,  condescend. 
When  veiled  in  human  clay, 

To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind. 
And  drive  disease  away  ? 

Didst  thou  regard  the  beggar's  cry, 
And  cause  the  blind  to  see  ? 

Thou  Son  of  David,  hear — O,  hear — 
Have  mercy,  too,  on  me. 

And  didst  thou  pity  mortal  woe. 
And  sight  and  health  restore? 

O,  pity,  Lord,  and  save  my  soul. 
Which  needs  thy  mercy  more. 

Didst  thou  thy  trembling  servant  raise. 
When  sinking  in  the  wave? 

I  perish,  Lord;  O,  save  my  soul; 
For  thou  alone  canst  save. 
7 


PoAver  of  God.    C.  M. 

With  reverence  let  the  saints  appear. 

And  bow  before  the  Lord, 
His  liigh  commands  with  reverence  hear, 

And  tremble  at  his  word. 

The  northern  pole  and  southern  rest 

On  thy  supporting  hand; 
Darkness  and  day  fiom  east  to  west 

Move  round  at  thy  command. 

Thy  words  the  raging  winds  controJ, 
And  rule  the  boisterous  deep; 

Thou  mak'st  the  sleeping  billowa  roll. 
The  rolling  billows  sleep. 

Justice  and  judgment  are  thy  throne. 

Yet  wondrous  is  thy  grace; 
While  truth  and  mercy,  joined  in  one. 

Invite  us  near  thy  face. 

Tlie  Tree  witli  Golden  Fruit.    C.  M. 

BY   C.    a.    BARTH 

Upon  a  hill  there  stands  a  tree 

Where  golden  fruit  is  found, — 
'Tis  meant  for  ev'ry  land  to  see, 

It  shines  for  all  around. 
:  Here  many  come  by  day  and  night. 

Its  gold  their  fond  pursuit, 
They  shake  its  branches  with  deligb^. 

And  bear  away  the  fruit. 
And  yet  its  riches  always  stay, 

The  tree  is  never  bare; 
Whatever  fruit  is  borne  away, 
J      As  much  still  glilteis  there. 
W^hat  is  its  name  ?  and  where  its  placet' 

How  can  this  wonder  be  ? 
Who  now  will  tell  us?   who ''.an  ^uegsJ 

The  Bible  is  that  tree. 


98     HOPE  OF  REUNION  IN  HEAVEN.     C.  M. 

Poetry  from  the  Psalmist.  {Marloto.) 
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1.   When  floating  o'er  life's  troubled  sea,  By  storms  and  tempests  driven, 

ifiiiiiiiiiHiiiili 


Hope,  with  her  ra-diant   fin-ger  points  To    brighter  scenea  in  heaven. 
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She  bids  the  storms  of  life  to  cease,  j 

^  The  troubled  breast  be  calm;  | 

And  in  the  wounded  heait  she  pours  ; 

Religion's  healing  balm.  j 

Her  hallowed  influence  cheers  life's  hours  ] 

Of  sadness  and  of  gloom;  \ 

She  guides  us  through  this  vale  of  tears,  \ 

To  joys  beyond  the  tomb.  J 

And  when  our  fleeting  days  are  o'er,  | 

And  life's  last  hour  draws  near,  | 

With  still  unwenried  wing  she  hastes  i 

To  wipe  the  falling  tear.  | 

She  bids  the  anguished  heart  rejoice:  | 
Though  earthly  ties  are  riven, 

Ve  still  may  hope  to  meet  again  | 
Id  yoQilcr  peaceful  heaven. 


The  Sailor  Missionary.    C.  M. 

Upon  the  waters,  glorious  Lord, 

Thy  path  of  light  has  been, 
The  mariner  thy  voice  has  heard, 

Thy  works  of  mercy  seen. 
Thou  hast  disciples  from  the  sea, 

A  bold  and  ardent  band. 
Who  /ore  to  tell  the  xoorld  of  thee. 

Who  wait  on  Ihy  command. 
O,  send  them  to  the  lands  afar, 

As  heralds  of  thy  grace; 
Give  them  thy  truth  to  scatter  there. 

'J'hat  yields  a  large  increase. 
The  seed  on  »nany  waters  cast. 

Shall  spring  to  life  and  bloom. 
The  harvest  day  will  come  at  last. 

And  sheaves  be  gathered  home. 
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Divine  aid  Imploreil.    C.  91. 

DR.    T.    F.    OAKES. 

God  of  the  earth  and  boundless  sea, 

Thou  Maker  of  my  soul. 
Whose  Uirigdom  fills  iiiimensity. 

Wilt  thou  my  thoughts  control. 

Inspire  tiiy  voice  to  sing  thy  praise 
My  heart  to  love  thy  word, 

That  I  may  high  thy  banner  raise. 
And  triumph  in  the  Lord. 

Teach  n.e  to  feel  thy  truth  divine. 

Engraven  on  my  heart; 
Teach  me  to  know  that  I  am  thine, 

Say  to  my  doubts,  depart. 

Then,  will  I  love  thy  cause,  my  King; 

Praise  thee  from  shore  to  shore — 
And  then  in  heaven  thy  glory  sing, 

When  lime  shall  be  no  more. 

Purposes  of  CJocl.     C.  J>I. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 

His  wonders  to  perform; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  I  ides  upon  the  storm. 
Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  tiust  him  for  his  grace; 
Behind  a  frowning  pi  evidence 

He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 

Unfolding  every  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  tiower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 
And  scati  liis  woik  in  vain; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter. 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


>  Tlie  Hope,  tlieStar,  ilie  Voice.  C.  M. 

^  H.    H.    HAULKV. 

i  There  is  a  hope,  a  blessed  hope, 
<;       More  precious  and  mote  I  light 
$  Than  all  the  joyless  mockery 
J      The  world  esteems  delight. 

]  There  is  a  star,  a  lovely  star, 
Tliat  lights  the  darkest  gloom. 
And  sheds  a  p^:aceful  radiance  o'er 
The  prospects  of  the  tomb. 

There  is  a  voi'-.e,  a  cheering  voice, 

'I'hat  lifts  the  .'?oul  above, 
Dispels  the  painful,  anxious  doubt, 

And  whispers,  "  God  is  love." 

That  voice,  aloud  from  Calvary's  height, 
Proclaims  the  soul  forgiven; 

That  star  is  revelation's  light; 
That  hope,  the  hope  of  heaven. 

Call  to  pioiis  seamen.    C.  M.     t.  b.  b 

Seamen  who  love  the  Saviour's  name, 

Go  foith  and  make  it  known; 
Where'er  vou  go  his  love  proclaim. 

Point  upward  to  his  throne. 
Bear,  bear  to  India's  sunny  clime. 

The  knowledge  of  his  name; 
Bid  China  in  the  chorus  chinK, 

And  catch  the  heavenly  flu.  le. 
On  Afric's  dark  benighted  sh&  "e. 

Kindle  the  gospel  light; 
Thf.  Islands  of  the  sea  implore, 
s      To  break  from  satan's  might. 

<  Exalt  his  name  o'er  land  and  sea, 
\       Make  known  his  matclih  ss  grace; 
J  And  soon  the  captives  shall  be  free; 
'      Freedom  that  brings  true  peace. 


100  DEATH  AT  SEA.     S.  M. 

Poetry  by  J.  H.  H.     Music  by  A.  Williams.  (St.  Thomas.) 
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1.  Far,  fur  from  childhood's  home.  And    cherished    kindred  dear; 
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His  languid  form  is  pale, 

And  crumbles  slow  awny. 
For  wan  disease  with  fearful  grasp. 

Has  seized  his  tremhiing  prey. 

The  feeble  ebbing  tide, 

Now  nears  a  distant  shore; 

Life's  sun  is  sinking  'nealh  the  wave. 
On  earth  to  beam  no  more. 

A  dread  and  icy  spell. 

Has  chilled  life's  current  now; 
And  death  has  fixed  his  final  seal 

Upon  that  pallid  brow. 

Thus  speeds  our  earthly  course. 
As  borne  by  rusliiiiii  wi  id  , 

Thus  soon  the  destined  ha\en's  made 
Where  all  an  entrance  find. 


Burial  at  Sea.     S.  M.         j.  n.  u 

A  hardy  mariner 

lias  liiil  to  earth  adieu; 
Loved  shipmates  fondly  gather  round, 

To  taUe  a  final  view. 

That  cold  and  lifeless  form. 

From  wliieh  the  soul  has  fled, 
In  deiiths  habiliments  is  cladj 

To  sle«?p  in  ocean's  bed. 
The  bul)i)!inir  waters  yawn 

To  receive  the  sacred  trust. 
Beneath  the  closing  \v:ive  it  sinks 

In  silence  there  to  rest. 
Amid  the  spirkling  srertis 

()f  ocean's  choii^esf  store. 
Where  coral  monuments  arise 

O'er  millions  gone  beforu. 
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The  Spiilt  Inviting.     S.  .^I.  | 

riiti  Spirit,  ill  our  heaits, 

\s  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come;" 
The  briile,  tlie  cinirch  of  Christ,  proclaims 

To  all  his  children,  "  Come!" 

Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  ahout  him,  "  Come;" 

Let  hiiii  that  thirsts  for  righteoasness 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come. 

Yes,  whosoever  will, 

O.  let  him  freely  come, 
AnH  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 

'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

Lo!   Jesus,  who  invites, 

Dei-I.ires.  "  I  quickly  come:" 

Lord,  even  so;  we  wait  thy  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come. 


Noiv  tlie  accepteil  Time.    S    M. 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time; 

iVow  is  the  d;iy  of  grace; 
Now,  sinners,  come,  without  «lelay» 

And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time; 

The  Saviour  calls  to  day; 
To-ii)orrow  it  may  be  too  late; 

Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time 
The  gospel  bids  you  come, 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls. 
And  fe.istihen)  with  thy  love; 

Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly 
To  bear  the  news  above. 


Active  Eifort  to  do  Good.     S.  M. 

Sow  in  the  fnorn  thy  seed; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed; 

Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land; — 

And  duly  shill  appear, 

In  verdure,  be  lUtv,  strength. 

The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry. 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 

For  garners  in  the  sky. 

Tiionce,  when  the  glorious  end, 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come. 

The  angel-reapers  shall  descend. 
And  heaven  cry,  "  Harvest  home!" 


OfTice  of  Faith.     S.  M 

Faith  is  a  precious  grace. 
Where'er  it  is  bestowed; 

It  boasts  a  high,  celestial  birth. 
And  is  the  gift  of  God. 

Jesus  it  owns  as  King, 
i       And  all-atoning  Priest; 
It  claims  no  merit  of  its  own, 
But  looks  for  all  in  Christ. 

To  him  it  leads  the  soul, 

When  filled  with  det-p  distress. 
Flies  to  the  fount.iin  of  his  blood. 

And  trusts  his  righteousness. 

Since  'tis  thy  work  alone, 
And  that  divinef^-  free. 

Lord,  send  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 
To  work  this  faith  in  me 
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CHRIST  THE  PILOT.     L.  M. 

(EJfingham.) 


Poetry  by  Cowper. 
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l.  The  bil-lows  swell }  the  winds  are  high  ;  Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky  : 
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Out    of    the  depths  to  thee   1     call,    My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 
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O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 
And  guide  and  guard  me  thro'  the  storm  ; 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill ; 
Control  the  waves  ;  say,  "  Peace  I  be  still."' 

Amid.st  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
My  soul  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care. 
Is  all  that  saves  ine  from  despair. 

Dangers  of  every  shape  and  name 
Attend  thh;  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  ^hore, 
And  leave  it  to  return  no  more. 

Tho'  tempest -tossed,  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  Saviour  ihrough  the  Hoods  I  seek; 
To  him  alone  will  we  complain, 
Amid  the  winds,  and  stortny  main. 


The  Precious  Bible,     li.  M.       p.  s. 

The  Bible!  is  a  Polar  Star — 
It  sheds  its  brightness  from  afar. 
And  cheers  the  soul  with  rays  divine! 
O'er  life's  rough  sea,  in  every  clime. 
It  is  a  Chart,  by  which  we  may 
Shun  hidden  rocks,  and  find  that  bay 
Where  angry  billows  never  rise. 
And  gloomy  clouds  veil  not  the  skies. 
It  is  a  Compass  for  the  soul. 
When  tempests  howl  and  surges  roll, 
Its  magnet  power  attracts  the  heart; 
While  quiv''ring  with  atlliction's  dart. 
I  Most  precious  Book !   in  thee  we  find 
<  Knowledge  and  wisdom  for  the  mind; 
/  May  ail  who  plough  the  hoist 'rous  deep, 
A  Mother's  Bible  search  and  keep. 
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Gnd's  Protectinn.    Ij,  ItT. 

Launch'd  on  blue  ocean's  restless  waves,    ; 

My  bark  expands  its  feeble  wing; 
And  (lies  o'er  countless  watery  graves, 

A  trembling,  fr.iil,  precarious  thing. 

Enclosed  within  its  tender  shell, 
1  hear  the  waters  yawn  below; 

I  feel  it  quiver  to  the  swell, 
I  feel  it  to  the  breezes  bow. 

Yet  on  this  couching,  helpless  thing, 
Th'  Atlantic's  stormy  wrath  I  brave; 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  wing, 

Stretch'd  out  in  mercy  o'er  the  wave. 

Though  cloudy  day  and  darksome  night. 
Succeed  upon  a  shoreless  sea; 

Tho'  •'  Hope  deferred"  denies  my  sight 
The  distant  land  where  1  would  be: 

There  13  a  hope,  which  guilds  for  me 
The  awful  surges  of  the  deep; 

And  in  the  gloomiest  cloud  I  see 

The  pledge,  that  (Jod  will  safely  keep. 

Tl&e  Cross.    £«.  I^T. 

Inscribed  upon  the  cross  we  see. 
In  glowing  letters,  "  God  is  love;'^ 
He  beats  our  sins  upon  the  tree; 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

The  cross!  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 
!t  holds  the  fiinting  spirit  up; 
It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day. 
And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup; — 

The  balm  ofiife,  the  cure  of  woe. 
The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love. 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below. 
The  angePs  theme  in  heaven  above; 


The  Sailor  Boy.     tt,  M, 

The  sailor  boy,  how  hard  his  lot! 
The  angry  winds  have  nursed  his  form! 
Rocked  on  the  ocean's  heaving  breast, 
His  playmate  is  the  giant  storm! 
Roams  he  a  silent  wave  alone? 
Earth's  noblest  scenes  are  all  his  own, 
But  ah!  the  heart  can  ne'er  forget 
She  is  a  weary  wanderer  yet. 
Oh!  while  he  gazes,  fondly  rise. 
The  happy  home  now  left  behind. 
Those  lips,  with  smiles  ofiove  enwreathed. 
Those  hearts  with  sw^eet  afiections 

[twined; 

His  bosom  throbs,  he  bends  to  hear 
Glad  voices  steal  upon  his  ear. 
Lured  by  the  whisper  of  the  breeze, 
And  far  off  murmur  of  the  seas. 


Tlie  sHip-vrrecked  bailor.    L.  M, 

What  fearful  cry,  so  wild  and  shrill. 
In  loneliness  bursts  up  to  heaven  .' 
Tis  heard  no  more,  the  winds  are  hush'd. 
The  tempest-clouds  asunder  riven! 
The  moon  looks  down  with  placid  eye. 
On  surge  and  fragment  hurrying  by: 
A  fiithful  watch  should  ever  keep 
Above  the  shipwrecked  sailor's  sleep. 

While  round  his  corpse  the  foam  shroud 

[rling. 
For  him  warm  tears  are  gushing  fast, 
For  him  a  mother's  longing  eye 
In  silent  giief  to  heaven  is  cast. 
Though  o'er  his  f«>rm  no  tomb  is  piled, 
Think  you  unwept  is  ocean's  child. 
While  beating  hearts  with  love  can  burii 
His  memory  shall  find  an  urn. 


104     SAILOR,  IS  IT  WELL  WITH  THEE  ?      7s, 

Music  by  P  ley  el.  {PleyeVs  Hymn.) 
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ith  thee  ?  In  thine  own  im-mor-tal  soul  > 
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If    the    Saviour  makes  you  free,  Grace  will  all  your  powers  control. 
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Seamen,  is  it  well  with  thee  7 
Blind  hy  nature,  poor  and  lame, 

Jesus  Christ  can  tnake  you  s^e 
All  the  beauties  in  his  name 

Sailor,  is  it  well  with  thee  7 
Is  thy  soul  now  moored  above  ? 

Have  you  sought  true  liberty  ? 
Do  you  know  a  Saviour's  love  ? 

Seamen,  is  it  well  with  thee  7 
Were  thy  sins  on  .lesus  laid. 

When  he  bled  on  Calv.iry, 

Died  and  bow'd  his  sacred  head  ? 

Sailor,  is  it  well  wxih  thee  7 
Christ  in  glory  vv;iits  to  s.ive. 

Pardons  rich,  and  full,  and  free, 
Wilt  thou  now  from  Jesus  have  ' 


God's  Protection  to  Mariners.     7s 

They  thiit  toil  upon  ihe  deep, 

And  in  vessels  light  and  (rail, 
y  O'er  the  mighty  waters  sweep. 

With  the  billow  and  the  gale. 
Mark  vvhiit  wondeis  God  pet  forms. 

When  he  speaks,  and,  uucontin'd. 
Rush  to  br.ttieall  bi.-s  storms, 

In  the  chariots  of  the  wind. 
Then  unto  the  Lord  they  cry 

He  inclint-s  a  gracious  cir; 
Sends  (leliv'rance  from  on  hi^ib. 

Rescues  them  from  all  their  fear. 
Oh  thiit  men  would  praise  the  Lord 

For  his  gnodnt^ss  to  their  race; 
For  the  wonders  of  his  word, 

And  the  riches  of  his  grace! 
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A  Refuge.    7s.        c.  weslet. 
Josns.  refuge  of  rny  soul, 

Lh;  me  to  lliy  bosom  Hy, 
While  tlie  r;iging  billows  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  higK: 

Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 
'J'ill  the  storin  of  life  is  past; 

Safe  into  ihe  haven  guide; 
O,  receive  rny  soul  at  last. 

Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  rny  helpless  sou!  on  thee; 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 

Cover  my  defenceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

Expostulation.    Ts. 
Sinner,  what  has  earth  to  shovv 
Like  the  joys  believers  know  ? 
Is  thy  p-ith,  of  fading  flowers. 
Half  so  bright,  so  sweet,  as  ours  ' 

Doth  a  skilful,  healing  friend 

On  thy  d;ii!y  path  attend. 

And,  where  thorns  and  stings  abound, 

Shed  a  balm  on  every  wound  ? 

When  tne  tempest  lolls  on  high, 
Hast  thou  still  a  refuge  nigh  ? 
Ciin,  O,  can  thy  dying  breath 
Sunmion  one  more  strong  than  death  ? 

Canst  thou,  in  that  awful  day. 
Fearless  tread  the  gloomy  way, 
Plwid  a  glorious  ransom  given. 
Burst  from  earth,  and  soar  to  heaven  ? 


Danger  of  Delay.    7s. 

Haste.  O  siimer;   now  be  wise; 

Stay  not  for  the  niorrmv's  sun* 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise. 

Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

Haste,  and  mercy  now  implore; 

Stay  not  for  the  rr:onow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  oN^r, 

Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

)  Haste,  O  sinner;  now  return; 
^      Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
]  Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
i      Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

)  Haste,  O  sinner;  now  be  blest; 
i      Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
\  Lest  perdition  thee  arrest, 
f      Ere  the  nrorrow  is  begun. 

/        Pleading  for  Acceptance.     7i 

I  On  that  great,  that  awful  day, 
j  This  vain  world  shall  pass  away, 
<  And  before  the  Maker  stand, 
\  All  the  creatures  of  his  hand. 

I  Then  shall  all  the  nations  meet 
^  At  th'  (eternal  judgment-seat, 
\  And,  unveiled  before  his  eye, 
^  All  the  works  of  man  shall  lie. 

<0,  in  that  destroying  hour, 
J  Source  of  goodness,  Source  of  power, 
\  Show  thou,  of  thine  own  free  grace, 
I  Help  unto  a  helpless  race. 

Hlear,  and  pity;  hear,  and  aid; 
^  Spare  the  creatures  thou  h;ist  made; 
I  Fold  us  with  the  sheep  that  stand 
'  Pure  and  safe  at  thy  right  hand. 


im         THE  WINGS  OF  FAITH.     C.  M 

Poetry  by  Dr.  Waits.     Music  by  Tucker.  (Devizes.) 
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1.  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise  Within  tiie  veil  and  see   The  saints  a- 
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Once  they  were  mourning  here  below 
And  bathed  their  couch  with  tears; 

They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came; 

They,  wiih  united  breath. 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 

Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

They  marked  the  footstepsthat  he  trod; 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast; 
And,  following  their  incarn;ite  God, 

Possessed  the  promised  rest. 

Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise. 

For  his  own  pattern  given, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 

Shows  the  same  path  to  heaven. 


Clirist  <he  Resting  Place.     CM. 

Jesus!  delightful,  charming  name! 

It  spreads  a  fragrance  round; 
Justice  and  mercy,  truth  ;ind  peace, 

In  union  here  are  found. 
He  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  strength; 

In  hinj  all  glories  meet; 
F^e  is  a  shade  above  our  heads, 

A  light  lo  guide  our  feet. 
When  storms  arise  and  tempests  blow. 

He  speaks  the  stilling  woid. 
The  threatening  billows  cease  to  flow. 

The  winds  obey  their  Lord, 
Thr^  thickest  clouds  are  soon  dispersed. 

If  Jesus  shows  his  fice; 
To  weary,  heavy-laden  souls 

He  is  the  reuting-place. 
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Christ  our  Giiide.    C.  M. 

Briijht  WMS  the  guiding  star  tliut  led, 

WitJi  (iiild  beiiiiiUiint  my. 
Tin;  (ientiles  to  the  lowly  shed 

Where  the  [ledeeiner  lay. 

But  lo!  a  brighter,  clearer  light 

Now  points  to  his  abode; 
It  shiries  through  sin  and  sorrow's  night, 

To  guide  us  to  our  Lord. 

O  h  :ste  to  follow  where  it  leads; 

The  gracious  call  obey. 
Be  rugged  wilds,  or  flowery  meads, 

The  Christian's  destined  way. 

O  sladly  tread  the  narrow  path 
While  light  and  grace  are  given; 

We'll  meekly  follow  Christ  on  earth, 
And  reign  with  him  in  heaven. 


Hope.    C.  M. 

Borne  o'er  the  ocean's  stormy  wave. 
The  beacon's  light  appears. 

When  yawns  tlie  se;im;iirs  watery  grave. 
And  his  lone  bosom  cheers. 

Then,  should  the  raging  ocean  foam. 
His  heart  shall  dauntless  prove, 

To  reach,  secure,  his  cheerful  home. 
The  haven  of  his  love. 

So  when  the  soul  is  wrapt  in  gloom, 

'i'o  worldly  giief  a  prey, 
Thy  beams   blest  hope,  beyond  the  tomb, 

Illume  the  pilgrim's  way. 

They  point  to  that  serene  abode 
Where  holy  faith  shall  rest, 

Protected  by  the  sufferer's  God, 
And  be  forever  blest. 


Prayer  for  Strong  Paitli.    CM. 

O  for  a  fiith  that  will  not  shrink 
Though  pressed  by  every  foe. 

That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe! — 

That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod. 

But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain. 
Will  lean  upon  its  God; — 

A  fi  ith  that  shines  more  brisht  and  clear, 
When  tempests  rage  without; 

That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt; — 

Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  a.s  this, 
And  then,  vvhate'er  may  come. 

We'll  taste,  e'ea  here,  that  hallowed  bliss, 
Of  an  eternal  home. 


The  Crown  of  Glory.    C.  Jf. 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on, 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 

And  an  immortal  crown. 

A  cloud  of  witnesses  around. 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  uige  thy  way. 


^. 


I'ls  God's  all-animating  voice, 
'jhat  calls  thee  froiri  on  high; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  priza 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

My  soul,  with  all  thy  wakened  powers, 
Survey  the  heavenly  prize; 

Nor  let  the  glitt'ring  toys  of  earlli 
Allure  thy  wandering. eye*. 


108        THE  CONVERTED  SAILOR.     L.  M. 

Poetry  by  P.  Stow,  {Hamburg.) 


t0. 


1.  Behold  the  spir  -  it    from    a-bove,  Renews  the  sailor's  heart  with  love, 


1.  Behold  the  spir  -  it    frc 


The   li  -  on  has   the     lamb  become,    No  more  with  hatred  will  he  roam. 


^i^S^. 
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He  serves  his  Captnin  with  delight, 
At  home,  abroad,  for  hitn  he'll  tight; 
With  weapons  tempered  by  the  Lord, 
He  wields  a  glorious  heavenly  sword. 
If  seamen  round  hitn  ref-kless  are, 
'J'he  mellow  ray  fiom  Bethlehem's  star, 
Illumes  his  soul  and  cheers  his  heirt, 
And  hop.i's  sure  anchor  joys  impart. 
The  Bible,  the  celestial  Chart, 
Directs  hiiri  to  a  blessed  port. 
Where  raging  billows  never  rise. 
And  gloomy  clouds  vail  not  the  skies. 
His  mind  is  tranquil  in  ihit  hour. 
When   death's  dark  waves  around  him 

roar, 
\  sweet  majestic  voice  says  come, 
And  rest  from  toil  in  thy  bright  home. 


Tlie  Sjibbatii  Bell.     L.  M.      s,  a.  n. 

Though  to  the  wanderer  o'er  the  sea, 

No  Sabbath  bell  may  peal  its  chiine^ 
Nor  sweetly  on  his  spirit  steal 

'rhose  souads  that  mark  this  holy  time. 
Though  froin  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 

No  Bethel  spires  sh  ill  point  above. 
Nor  vvhisprjr  to  his  listening  ear, 

The  story  of  redeeming  love. 

Yet  if  the  h<^.art  be  tuned  to  hear. 

At  each  return  of  holy  time, 
That  Sabbith  bell  anew  shall  sound. 

And  Memory  bring  the  s  icr*^d  chiine. 
And  thou  rh  no  temple  '  made  wit!i  h  lads,"^' 

Shall  then  upon  their  vision  break, 
The  Spirit  may  a  dwelling  find. 

And  in  his  heart  a  Bethel  make. 
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A  Peaceful  Conscience.    It,  M. 

While  some  in  folly's  ple;isures  roll, 
And  court  the  joys  that  hurt  the  soul. 
Be  mine  that  silent,  culm  repast, 
A  conscience  peaceful  to  the  lust. 

With  this  companion  in  the  shade, 
My  soul  no  more  shall  be  di.sinayed; 
But  fearless  meet  life's  dreariest  gloom, 
And  the  pale  monaich  of  the  tomb. 

Amidst  the  various  scenes  of  ills, 
Each  blow  some  kind  design  fulfils; 
And  can  I  murmur  at  my  (iod, 
While  love  supreme  directs  the  rod  ? 

l]\:i  hand  will  smooth  my  rugged  way. 
And  lead  me,  to  the  realii^s  of  day; 
'J'o  milder  skies,  and  brighter  plains, 
Where  everlasting  pleasure  reigns. 


Asleep  In  Jcsns.     li.  31. 

.Asleep  in  Jesus!  O,  how  sweet 

'I'o  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

I'hat  Death  has  lost  his  venomed  sling 

Asleep  in  JesusI   peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest: 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim. that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

.Asleep  in  Jesus!  time  nor  space 
.AtFe'Us  this  precious  hiding-place: 
On  Indian  plains  or  Lapland  snows. 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

.Asleep  in  Jesus!  O,  for  me 

May  such  a  blissful  refuge  l)e: 

Securely  sliall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  sunmions  from  on  hish. 


Breatliings  of  Grace.     Li.  M. 

Like  moining,  when  her  early  breeze 
'Breaks  up  the  suifice  of  the  se;is, 
'l"h:il,  in  their  furrows,  dark  with  night, 
JJer  hand  may  sow  the  seeds  of  light. 

Thy  grare  can  send  its  breathings  o'er 
'J'he  spirit,  dark  and  lost  befon;; 
And  freshening  all  its  depths,  prepare 
For  truth  divine  to  enter  there. 

Till  David  tour;hod  his  sacred  lyre, 
In  silence  lay  th'  unbreathing  wire; 
But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along. 
E'en  angels  stooped  to  hear  the  song. 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  thou,  O  Lord, 
Shall  deign  to  t.>uch  its  iifz-less  chord; 
Till,  waked  by  thee,  its  breath  sliall  rise 
In  music  worthy  of  the  skies. 
7 


Tlie  River  of  Life.     li.  HI. 

There  is  n  pure  and  peaceful  wave, 
'^i'hat  issues  from  the  throne  of  Itive, 
Whose  waters  gladden  as  they  lave 
The  bright  and  heavenly  courts  above. 

In  living  streams  behold  that  tide 
Thro'  Christ  the  rock  profusely  burst; 
.And  in  his  word,  behold  supplied 
The  fount  for  which  our  spirits  thii-st. 

The  pilgrim  faint,  who  seems  to  sink 
Beneath  the  sultry  sky  of  time, 
May  here  repose,  and  freely  drink 
The  waters  of  that  belter  clime. 

And  every  soul  may  here  partake 
'I  he  blessings  of  the  ft)unt  above; 
And  none  who  drink  will  e'er  forsake 
The  crystal  stream  of  boundless  love. 


110     VICTORY  OF  THE  SAINTS 

Poetry  by  Montgomery. 
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7s.       DOUBLE. 
(Eltham.) 
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1.   Palms  of  g!o-ry,  raiment  briirht, Crowns  which  never  f"ide  aw;iy, 
Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light;  Priests, nnd  kings, and  conf]uerois,they, 
And  proclaim,  the  joy  -ful  psalms.  Victory  thro'  his  cross  alone. 

f=-F-+-^-i — rzt:t:=:l::::z:t:t:tz:izzr 


!3 
izz:za: 


tzip: 


■0  --0 


:zzz-z:±pz:Ezrz?i^E^k5::"!z: 


D.  C. 


lilii 


2.  Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms  To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 
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Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign. 
Crying,  as  they  stiike  the  chords, 

"  Take  the  kingdom;  it  is  thine, 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords." 

Round  the  altar  priests  confess, 

With  their  robes  made  white  ns  snow 

'Twas  their  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  his  blood,  which  made  them  so. 

Who  were  these  ?  on  earth  they  dwelt. 
Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race; 

Guilt,  and  fear,  and  suffering,  felt. 
But  were  saved  by  sovereign  giace. 

They  wore  mortal,  too,  like  us; 

And  when  we,  like  them,  shall  die, 
Jlay  our  souls,  translated  thus, 

Triuaiph,  reign,  and  shine,  on  high. 
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Tlie  hotir  of  Prayer.    Ts. 

Ifark!  the  bell!  the  hour  of  prayer, 
Morning  signal,  sweet  and  clear; 
WelcoMie,  welcome  not  to  me, 
Th'  Sailor's  cull  to  prayer  at  sea. 
Ready  in  the  cabin  hall. 
At  the  mercy  seat  now  fall; 
Ready,  he's  your  Captain  there, 
Raise  the  soul  in  fervent  prayer 
Tremble  while  Jehovah  speaks, 
I3end  ::s  Sinai's  thunder  breaks; 
Pardoned,  tearful  sinner,  hear; 
Meekly  bow  in  holy  fear. 
S:iilor  bless  the  hour  of  prayef, 
Bless  the  bell  that  calls  thee  there; 
So  shall  .Tesus  prosper  thee 
In  the  hour  of  prayer  at  sea. 
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AVattslimaii's  CItorus.    Vs. 

Watchman!  tell  U3  of  the  sen, 
Have  ye  signs  of  promise  now? 

Doiis  llie  vv.ind'ring  s.iilor  flee 
To  God's  altar  with  his  vow? 

Does  your  flag  yet  float  the  breeze, 
High  in  air  its  story  tell  ? 

"  Sons  of  ocean,  rivers,  seas. 

Come  and  enter,  come  and  dwell.' 

Christian!  yes,  on  every  wind, 
Signs  of  promise  are  at  hand; 

Weary  sons  of  ocean  find 

Peace  and  joy,  within  our  band. 

To  the  breeze  our  banner's  thrown, 
In  the  storm  our  li^ht  is  high. 

Guiding  sailors  to  their  "  Jlome," 
And  the  home  of  God  on  high. 

Watchman!  tell  us  of  the  sea. 
Of  the  ships  of  Tarshish  there; 

Will  they  join  the  conflift  Cten, 
And  with  God  the  battle  share  ? 

Christian!  yes;  the  mighty  sea, 
SpeaUs  the  praises  of  our  God, 

And  her  flag  w;ives  proudly  free, 
Where  the  sailor's  foot  hath  trod. 

Watcliman!  Christian!  join  in  one, 
High  to  God  your  voices  raise, 

To  the  Father  a'nd  the  Son, 

Tune  alike  your  h.irps  of  praise. 

Guide,  O  God,  the  ocean's  son; 

Saviour,  let  him  dwell  with  thee. 
Where  thou  art  no  storm  can  come, 

Id  thy  rest,  there's  no  more  sea. 


Tlie  Messengers  of  God.    78. 

Go,  ye  messengers  of  God; 

Like  the  beams  of  morning,  fly; 
Take  the  wonder-woiking  rod; 

Wave  the  banner-cross  on  high. 
Go  to  many  a  tropic  isle, 
j       In  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
<  Where  the  skies  forever  suiile, 
I      And  th'  oppressed  forever  weep. 

\  O'er  the  pagan's  night  of  care 
I       Pour  the  living  light  of  heaven; 
I  Chase  away  his  wild  despair; 
Bid  hi  111  hope  to  be  forgiven. 

W'here  the  golden  gates  of  day 

Open  on  the  palmy  east. 
High  the  bleeding  cross  display^ 

Spread  the  gospel's  richest  feast. 

Clirist  coining  to  save  Ills  People.  79. 

Hark!   that  shout  of  rapturous  joy. 
Bursting  forth  from  yonder  «-.loud; 

Jesus  comes,  and,  through  the  sky. 
Angels  tell  their  joy  aloud. 

Hark!  the  trumpet's  awful  voice 
Sounds  abroad  o'er  sea  and  land; 

Let  his  people  now  rejoice; 
Their  redemption  is  at  hand. 

See,  the  Lord  appears  in  view; 

Heaven  and  earth  before  hitn  fly, 
Rise,  ye  saints;  he  comes  for  you; 

Rise  to  meet  him  in  the  sky. 

Go  and  dwell  with  him  above. 
Where  no  fo",  can  e'er  moUst, 

Happy  in  the  Saviour's  love, 
Ever  blessing,  ever  blest. 


112  ENCOURAGED  TO  HOPE.     C.  M. 

Poetry  by  P.  Stow.     Music  by  JV.  D.  Gould.  (  Woodland.) 
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1.  While  o'er  life's  troubled  deep  we  sail,  Tempests  will   of  ten  rise  ;   And 
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clouds  of  guilt  may  oft  appear,  And  clouds  of  guilt,  &c 


When  earthly  visions  fade  in  gloom, 
And  sun  and  stars  are  gone, 

The  soul  a  wreck,  a  splendid  wreck. 
Lies  hopeless  and  forlorn — 

Whpn  sin  revives,  and  billows  roll, 
And  hope's  last  ray  h:ia  fled. 

While  sinking  in  a  sea  of  wo. 

Lost,  hopeless,  blind,  and  dead — 

A  sweet,  majestic  voice  is  heard 

Above  the  roaring  sea: 
Listen!   he  calls  who  freelv  bled, 

"  Come,  hopeless,  come  to  me." 

His  voice  gives  life,  liope,  jov,  and  peace, 
Then  peerless  gloiies  shine. 

His  love  benign  illumes  the  soul. 
And  gives  a  hope  divine. 


)  All  hope  of  s;ifety  but  in  Him 

I       Who  rules  o'er  sea  and  land, 

I  Is  taken  from  the  sinner's  mind, 

I       \\'hose  '  house  is  on  the  sand.' 

i  Sunless  and  starless  is  our  sky, 

^       Until  tile  IJoly  Dove 

>  New  plumes  the  soul  with  pinions  strong, 

I      To  soar  and  dwell  above. 

j  Seeking  a  rest.     C.  31. 

I  We  seek  a  rest  beyond  the  skies, 
(       In  eveilasting  dav  ; 
I  Thro*  Hoods  and  flames  tiie  passage  lies, 
j       But  Jesus  guards  the  way. 

I'i'he  swelling  flood,  and  raging  flampf 
Hear  and  obey  his  word; 
Then  let  us  triuaiph  in  his  name. 
Our  Saviour  is  the  i^ord. 
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Henven  Anticipated.    C  M. 

ConiL-,  Lord,  and  warm  each  languid 
Inspire  each  lifeiess  tongue  ;  [heart ; 

And  let  t!ie  joys  of  heaven  impart 
Their  iufiuence  to  our  song. 

Then  to  the  shining  realms  of  bliss 
Tlie  wings  of  faith  shall  soar, 
And  all  the  charms  of  Paradise 
Our  raptured  thoughts  explore. 

There  shall  tlie  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
Join  i»  imuiorrai  songs, 
And  endless  honors  to  his  name 
Employ  their  tuneful  tongues. 

Lord,  tune  our  hearts  to  praise  and  love ; 
Our  foehie  notes  inspire, 
1  ill,  in  t!iy  blissful  courts  above, 
"We  join  the  heavenly  choir. 

The  final  Adieu.    C.  M.    BEDDOME. 

There  is  a  world  of  perfect  bliss 

Above  the  starry  skies  ; 
Opj)ressed  with  sorrows  and  with  sins, 

1  thither  lift  my  eyes. 

'Tis  there  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

And  all  is  peace  witijin  ; 
The  mind,  with  guilt  no  more  oppressed, 

Is  tranquil  and  serene. 

Diseord  and  strife  are  banished  thence. 

Distrust  and  slavish  fear; 
No  more  we  hear  the  pensive  sigh. 

Or  sec  tlie  falling  tear. 

Farewell  to  cartli  and  earthly  things  : 
In  vain  they  tempt  my  stay  : 

Come,  angels,  spread  your  joyful  wings, 
Aud  bcaa'  mv  soul  away. 
[8] 


Heaven  in  Prospect.    C,  SI. 

STEN>-ETT. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

O'er  all  those  wide-extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day  ; 
There,  God  the  Son,  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  niglit  away. 

Wheu  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 

And  i)C  forever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  father's  face, 

And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 

Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul. 

Would  here  no  longer  stay; 
Tho'  Jordan's  waves  should  round  rae 

I'd  fearless  launch  away.  [roil, 

Tliere'»«  Bfope  for  Thee.    C.  M« 

Blest  be  that  voice  now  heArd  afar, 

O'er  the  dark,  rolling  sea, 
That  whispers  in  the  sailor's  ear, 

'  Sailor,  there's  hope  for  thee ! 

Blest  be  that  pure,  that  Christian  love, 

Tliat  boundless  charity, 
Which  bears  the  olive  like  the  dove, 

Brave,  generous  man  for  thee. 

Blest  !>e  those  lips,  in  accents  mild, 

From  sor  lid  motives  free, 
Thar  lirst  prochuined  to  Ocean's  child, 

'  Sailor,  tliere's  hope  for  tliec.' 

Lonir  hadst  thou  rode  t!ie  foamy  wave. 

From  sin  nor  dauircr  free, 
"Till  mercy  stretched  fier  arm  to  savc-^ 

To  save,  bravo  sailor,  thee. 


114       THE  PIOUS  SAILOR'S  REQUEST.    L  M. 

(Wells.) 


Words  by  T.  B.  B. 
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1.      O   how  I    love  thy  name  niv  Lord,  How  precious  is  thy    ho-ly  word; 
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Come  friends  and  own  his  gracious  rei^n."Tak3  not  my  SnMour's  name  in  v:\in 
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At  the  beginning  he  was  there, 
He  formed  the  sea,  he  made  the  air; 
He  liiihts  the  sun,  he  sends  the  rain, 
"  Take  not  my  Saviour's  name  in  vain. 

He  loved  our  fallen  race  so  well, 
He  died  to  save  our  souls  from  hell; 
He  died  for  us.  bur  rose  aijain, 
"  Take  not  his  blessed  name  in  vain.' 

In  heaven  he  lives,  for  us  h?  pleads, 
Our  souls  b\  fjriice  divitie  he  feeds; 
Our  sins  are  l>y  his  sonow  slain, 
*'  Take  not  my  Saviour's  name  in  vain." 

Once  more  to  judire  the  world  he'll  come. 
And  take  his  ransomed  people  home, 
Would  you  with  him  in  glory  reign, 
'^Take  not  bis  hallowed  name  in  vain." 


God's  Voice  upon  tKe  deep.  Ij.  M. 

Upon  the  waiters  fjlorious  God, 
Thy  voice  sublime  is  often  heard 
Proclaim  in  J?  in  the  Sailor's  ear, 
Of  power  and  love  and  constant  care. 

Thy  voice  is  echoed  o'er  the  sea, 
By  minds  atruned  to  worsh  p  th'e, 
TliCy  speak  of  pardon  boui^litwith  blood 
While  sailing  o'er  the  raging  flood. 

I  When  seamen  shall  obev  thy  voice, 
And  in  thy  boundless  iove  rejoice, 
Thy  truth  shall  triumph  o'or  the  earth. 
From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south. 

We  hail  with  joy  that  glorious  day, 
When  all  who  plow  the  foaming  way. 
Shall  sound  thy  voice  oer  sea  and  land; 
And  on  the  Bock  of  Ages  stand,    p.  S. 
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The  Bethel  Flag.    T..  31. 

Fills:  of  the  pure  and  azure  heaven  ! 

How  lovely  is  thy  bearin-^  here ; — 
Free  as  the  hreezes  ro;in  1  thee  driven, 

Is  thy  sweet  errand  on  the  ear. 

For  unto  thee  are  .i^at'iered  men,    ^ 
Whose  only  panoply  is  prayer; 

And  where  thou  wavest,  louy  hymns 
Discourse  along  the  listening  air. 

It  tells  unto  the  ocean-tossed. 

That  He  wlio  span  its  floods  can  save, 
And  t!iat  for  him,  the  well  nigh  lost, 

Tlie  ai  k  yet  lingers  on  tiie  wave. 

It  heralds  joy  to  the  oppress'd. 
And  ninso.n  to  the  sons  of  thrall, 

And  shadow  fortli  to  labor  rest. 
In  music  of  Salvation's  call. 

With  voice  of  psalms,  then  to  the  skies 
Unfurl  the  flag — a  type  of  love  ; 

The  answering  anthem's  shout  shall  rise 
When  they  reveal  the  Holy  Dove. 

Eye  the  Heavenly  Compass.    r<.  M. 

While  o'er  the  angry  sea  of  time, 
We  need  to  eye  in  ev'ry  clime. 
The  glorious  Compass  from  above. 
This  Magnet  from  the  God  of  love. 

O  may  this  Compass  be  my  guide, 
While  I  am  sailing  o'er  life's  tide; 
L"t  me  not  go  upon  the  sea. 
Without  the  Bible,  guide  for  me. 

If  we  this  Compass  eye  with  care, 
AVhirlpools  an;l  roeks  we  oft  shall  clear; 
And  onward  glid.;  to  that  bright  land. 
Where  joyful  spirits  sweetly  ulcnd. 

p.    8. 


Poui-lng  Oil  on  the  "Waters.    I,.  M. 

The  glorious  gospel  now  allays 
The  angry  waves  of  bitter  strife. 

And  ushers  in  those  golden  days, 
When  wo  and  tumult  are  not  rife. 

Like  oil  upon  the  foaming  deep, 

On  wliich  the  furious  winds  do  play. 

In  vain  the  wrathful  waves  now  leap, 
The  oil  holds  them  in  perfect  sway. 

So  oil  divine  new  power  imparts,  ' 
And  calms  the  tumult  of  the  sonl. 

Gives  peace  and  joy  to  troubled  hearts. 
Subdues  by  love  and  gains  control. 

May  seamen  with  a  cheerful  will, 
Pour  oil  divine  on  sin's  dark  sea. 

Kind  words  the  hardest  heart  can  thrill. 
And  bid  all  angry  passions  flee. 

This  holy  oil  o'er  sea  and  land,        [roll, 
Shall  calm  woe's  crested  waves  that 

All  nations  shall  in  union  blend. 
And  love  abound  from  pole  to  pole. 


No  l»eaee  for  the  TYicbed.    IL,.  M. 

"No  peace  !  no  peace  !  Jehovah  cries, 
To  those  who  do  my  love  despise ; 
Their  mind  is  like  the  restless  deep, 
Whose  turbid  waters  never  sleep. 

In  the  deep  fountain  of  the  sonl, 
The  waves  of  sorrow  madly  roll. 
They  beat  upon  the  smitten  heart, 
And  peace  and  joy  will  then  depart. 

But  Jesus  can  the  tumult  calm. 
And  thro'  the  soul  transfuse  his  balm  ; 
Bid  peace  and  love  possess  the  breast, 
And  give  the  troubled  mourner  rest.    P.  S. 
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Music  bp  D.  Button,  Jr. 
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1.  Not    in  the  chiirclivard  shall  he  sleep.  A  -  mid  the   si  -  lent    ploom; 

2.  For  him  break  not  the    grassy   turf,  Nor  turn  the  dew  -  y        sod; 
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His  home  wa-*  on  the   mign  -  ty  deep.    And  there   shall  he    liis    tomb. 
His  dust  shall  rest  be  -  neath  the  surf,   His     spir-  it     with    its 


God. 
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He  loved  his  own  brisrht,  deep  blue  sea. 

O'er  it  he  loved  to  roam ; 
And  now  his  witidinfjc-sheet  shall  be 

That  same  bright  ocean's  foam. 

Pho*  sea  and  skv  fierce  war  would  wage, 

And  howlmg  thunder  roll, 
He  heeded  not  the  tempest's  rage, — 

'Twas  music  to  his  soul. 

He  acted  well  the  sailor's  part, 

So  generous  and  l)rave. 
And  l)oundle-s  a-  his  ii()l)!e  heart, 

So  wide  shall  be  his  grave. 

No  village  b<"ll  shall  to'l  for  him 
Its  mournful,  sok-mn  ilirge; 

The  winds  shall  chant  a  requiem 
To  him  beneath  the  surge. 


5        Remember  3Ie.  C.  !♦!.     K.  R.  B. 

I"  Remember  me,"  my  Saviour  God, 
I         Whilst  here  on  earth  I  stay; 
I     Give  srrengrh  to  bear  affliction's  rod, 
A  faitii  to  watch  and  pray. 

'Remember  me,"  when  fortune  smiles, 
And  scenes  are  briirht  and  fair; 

Lest  I  shonM  fall.ihroniih  Satan's  wiles. 
Beneath  his  baneful  snare. 

'  Remember  me,*'  thy  voice  I'll  greet 
In  all  thv  dcaiinirs  here; 
0  let  tliv  Spirit  .i;nide  my  feet, 
And  I  sliiiU  never  fear. 
'Remember  me,"  stand  l)y  my  side, 
Wlu-re'er  my  lot  may  be; 
And  when  by  Jordan's  swelling  tide. 
Dear  Lord,  "  Remember  me." 
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Inflnenoe.     C   Til. 
BY  Wil.  CCTTICR. 

What  if  the  little  rain  should  say — 

"  So  small  a  drop  as  1 
Can  ne'er  refresh  those  thirsty  fields — 

I'll  tarry  in  the  ^ky." 
What  if  a  shinin_2:  beam  of  noon 

Should  in  its  fountain  stay, 
Because  its  feeble  liirht  alone 

Cannot  ereate  a  diiy  ? 
Doth  not  each  rain-drop  help  to  form 

The  cool,  refreshini^  shower; 
And  every  ray  of  light  to  warm 

And  beautify  the  flower? 
Go  thou —  and  strive  to  do  thy  share ; 

One  talent — less  than  thine — 
Improved  with  steady  zeal  and  care, 

Would  gain  rewards  divine. 

IScaping  in  tfoy.    C.  JSI. 

JBT  \V.  B.  TAPPAN. 

There  is  an  hour  of  hallowed  peace 

For  tho.-e  witn  care  oppressed  ;  [cease 
When  sitrhs  and  sorrowing   tears    shall 

And  all  be  hushed  to  rest. 
*Tis  then  the  soul  is  freed  from  fears 

And  doubts  that  here  annoy ; 
Then  they  that  oft  had  sown  in  tears, 

Shall  reap  again  in  joy. 
There  is  an  hour  of  sweet  repose, 

When  storms  assail  no  more  ; 
The  stream  of  endless  pleasure  flows 

On  that  celestial  shore. 
There  purity  with  love  appears, 

And  bliss  without  alloy; 
There  they  that  off  had  s-^^tx  in  tears. 

Shall  reap  eternal  jo*. 


The  I^oomcd  Man.    C.  ST. 

BY  REV.  J.»G.  COCHRAN-. 

There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when  * 
A  poiJit  we  know  not  wliere  : 

That  marks  the  destiny  of  men. 
To  glory  or  despair. 

There  is  a  time,  by  us  unseen ; 

That  crosses  every  path  : 
The  hidden  boundary  between 

God's  patience  and  his  wrath. 

To  pass  that  limit  is  to  die; 

To  die  as  if  by  stealth  ; 
It  does  not  quencli  the  beaming  eye, 

Nor  pale  the  glow  of  health. 

The  conscience  may  he  still  at  ease : 

The  spirit  light  and  gay  ; 
That  which  is  pleasing,  still  may  please, 

And  care  be  thrust  away. 

And  yet  the  doomed  man's  course  below 
Like  Eden  may  have  bloomed  ; 

He  did  not,  does  not,  will  not  know 
Or  feel  that  he  is  doomed. 

He  knows,  he  feels  that  all  is  well, 

And  every  fear  is  calmed  ; 
He  lives,  he  dies,  he  wakes  in  hell, 

Not  only  doomed  but  damned. 

^  .      .  / 

How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin  ; 

How  long  will  God  forbear ; 
Where  does  hope  en  i,  and  when  beg^n, 

The  confines  of  despair? 

An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent. 

Ye  who  from  God  depart. 
While  it  is  called  to-day,  repent, 

A-ad  harden  not  your  hearts. 
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CHRIST  THE  GUIDE.    8s  &  7s.  (double.) 

Poetry  by  Miss  S.  Augusta  Brown.  (Greenville.) 

1.    S^il  -  or,  enter  not  life's  voyage,With-out  compass,  star,    or  guide. 
For  its  quicksands,  &c. 
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For     its      quicksands  all  a  -  round  thee,  Thick  are  strown  on  every  side. 


Smooth,  serenely  flovr  its  waters, 
But  the  sunken  rocks  are  near. 

Many  a  jjallant  bark  hath  foundered, 
How  wilt  thou  the  danger  clear. 

See  its  circling  eddies  darken, 
Wave  on  wave  of  passion  rise, 

Earih  hath  here  no  hand  to  guide  thee, 
Seektliy  Pilot  from  the  skies. 

Seek  to  thread  thy  path  of  danger. 
He  who  once  in  mortal  form, 

When  the  tempest   raged  in  fury, 
Trod  the  wave  and  stilled  the  storm. 

He  shall  gnide  thee  o'er  the  billow, 
Throuirh  each  changing  wave  of  strife, 

Till  thy  bark  is  safely  anchored, 
On  the  **  crystal  sea  of  life." 


Divine  Life-boat. 


&  7s.   S.  A.  B. 


Sailor  on  the  trackless  ocean,   - 
Rife  with  perils  is  thy  way. 

From  the  billow's  wide  commotion, 
Thy  frail  bark  thine  only  stay. 

For  the  tempest  art  thou  ready? 

Is  thy  life  boat  at  thy  side? 
Will  it  float  on  Death's  dark  waters? 

Bear  thee  safe  o'er  Jordan's  tide  ? 

Will  it  land  thee  at  thy  haven? 

Is  its  course  for  Canaan's  shore, 
Where  in  peace  thy  voya;re  eniled, 

Thou  Shalt  dwell  forevermore? 

If  so,  then  in  thy  blest  passage, 
Wreck  or  storm  thou  need  not  fear. 

With  the  heavenly  lift-boat  near  thee. 
Safely  for  thy  hcav<en  stoer. 
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Mercy's  Call.      8s  &  7s.      J.  H.  H. 

JlRvdy  seamen,  listen  tiladly, 

To  ihe  gospel's  glorious  sound, 
When  the  hillow's  raging  madly, 

Fiercely  beat  and  howl  around. 
Go,  survt-y  with  admiration, 

Wand'rers  on  the  raging  main, 
Where  Jehovah,  in  Creation, 

Makes  his  wondrous  power  known. 

Oft  his  voice  makes  mighty  ocean, 
Bidding  tempest's  din  to  roar; 

Then,  amid  the  wild  commotion, 
Mercy  e'er  from  heaven  implore. 

E'er  sustained  by  gracious  power. 
Borne  along  the  treach'rous  wave, 

Bow,  0,  ijow  in  danger's  hour. 

And  protection  fervent  crave. 

The  Precious  Bible.      8s  &  7s. 
BY  REV.  WM.  M.  JONES. 

Holy  Bible,  blessed  treasure, 

Way  of  truth  and  path  of  peace  ; 
Lamp  of  God  to  endless  pleasure, 

Guiding  souls  to  future  bliss. 
Hope  of  freedom  and  redemption. 

Ark  of  ^afety  it  will  prove  ; 
Word  of  grace  and  free  salvation. 

Pull  of  promised  joys  above. 
Book  of  warning  and  of  threat'ning, 

With  Jehovah's  promise  sure; 
Balm  of  life  and  ever  saving, 

For  all  sin  a  sovereign  cure. 
Holy  wisdom,  light  unfolding! 

Life  from  God  in  Jesus'  name  ; 
Saving  sinners,  grace  proclaiming, 

Triumphs  thr^  the  Saviour's  reign. 


Missionaries  Eneonragred.      8s  &  78. 
BY  N.  COLTER. 

Christian  Heralds,  like  your  Saviour 

Go  among  the  sons  of  wo  : 
Go  to  those  of  sad  behavior, — 

Go  where  streams  of  death  do  flow. 
Go  to  those  who  sigh  in  blindness, 

Poor  and  wretched,  halt  and  lame, 
Tell  them  of  a  Saviour's  kindness, 

Sound  abroad  his  wondrous  name. 
Go  to  Burmah's  sons  and  daughters, 

Tell  them  of  a  Saviour's  blood, 
Pour  abroad  those  healing  waters, 

Gushing  from  the  throne  of  God. 
Go  where  sickly  winds  are  blowing. 

Scorching  suns  and  poisoned  air; 
Tears  of  anguish  ever  flowing, 

Bitter  death  and  dark  despair. 
You  shall  see  in  that  blest  morning. 

When  your  Lord  returns  to  reign, 
Precious  gems  his  crown  adorning, 

Plucked  by  you  from  caves  of  sin. 

The  promised  Best.-Heb.  iv.  1 .  8s  &  7s< 

Sinners,  hear  the  mighty  Saviour; 
Love  and  pity  fill  his  breast, 

Now,  in  accents  sweet,  he  calls  jou ; 
Come  and  taste  the  promised  rest. 

Though  in  sorrow  now  ye  labor, 
Weary  souls  with  sin  opprest, 
I  Jesus. bids  you  come  and  welcome- 
Come  and  taste  the  promised  i-est. 

Though  your  sins  be  red  like  crimson. 
And  ten  thousand  foes  infest, 

He  is  mighty  to  deliver ; 
Come  and  taste  the  promised  rest* 


12G      THE  TRUTH 


Words  by  P.  Stowe. 
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SHALL  TEIU1VIPH.     lis. 

Portuguese  Hymn.) 
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jThe  troths  of  the  Bihle.shall  spread  o'er  the  earth,  AM  nationsshall  know  the  Lamb's 
2.  How  cheering  the  prospect  to  all  who  now  love.  The  truth  and  the  Saviour,  who 


lz^f«t«t!^:tz^t1==!:i'?ltiz:l:5tj-:;R:*±Ui'=^± 


riches  and  worth:  His  name  shall  awaken  great  joy  and  delight,  While  truth  from  a- 
camefrom  above; He  toil'd  to  impress  truth's  bright  image  abioad.That  all  might  o- 
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bove,  While  truth  from  above, While  truth  from  above,  is  diffusing    his  light. 
bey,  That  all  might  obey.  That  al^misrht  ol>ey  their  Just  sovereiirn  anl  Lord 
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We  bail  that  bright  epoch  t'le  prophet  once  saw ; 
When  nation  with  nation  shall  not  be  at  war ; 
But  peace,  love  and  rapture  shall  thrill  every  soul, 
While  anthems  of  gladness  o'er  earth  and  sea  roll. 

Let  Truth  be  our  buckler,  and  we  may  impart 
The  balm  that  will  gladden,  and  heal  the  sad  heart ; 
A  hope  that  will  triumph  o'er  death  and  the  grave, 
And  rest  with  Truth's  victors,  a  weUxlonc  receive. 
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£:veniag  B^yuiu.      lls. 

See  daylight  is  fading;  o'er  earth  and  o'er  ocean, 
Tite  sun  has  j;.onc  down  on  the  tar  distant  sea; 

0  noTv,  in  the  husii  of  life's  liifiil  coinniotion, 
We  lift  our  tired  spirits,  blest  Saviour,  to  Thee. 

Full  oft  wast  Thou  found  afar  on  the  mountain, 
As  eventide  spread  her  dark  win^^  o'er  the  wave— 

Thou  Son  of  the  Highest,  and  Life's  endless  fountain, 
Be  with  us,  we  pray  Thee,  lo  bless  and  to  save. 

And  oft  as  the  tumult  of  life's  heavins:  billow 

Shall  toss  our  frail  bark,  driving  wild  o'er  ni;>ht's  deep. 

Let  thy  heaiin<;  wing  be  stretched  over  our  pillovr. 

And  guard  us  from  evil  though  Death  watch  our  sleep. 

To  God,  our  great  Father,  whose  throne  is  in  Heaven. 

Who  dwfils  with  the  lowly  and  contrite  in  heart — 
To  the  Son  and  the  Spirit  all  glory  be  given 

One  Ciod  ever  blessed  and  holy  Thou  art. 

Pity  the  Scaiiiau.      lls. 
O  think  on  the  Sailor  loss'd  on  the  billow ! 

Afar  from  the  home  of  his  childhood  and  youth; 
Ko  morher  to  watch  o'er  his  sleep-broken  pillow, 

No  father  to  counsel,  no  sister  to  soothe. 

Ah  !  little  know  ye  who  are  peacefully  sleeping 
On  home's  downy  pillow,  unwaken'd  and  warm, 

The  woes  of  the  seaman,  his  dreary  watch  keeping, 
Amid  all  the  terrors  of  midnight  and  storm. 

Oh  say  !  shall  the  man  thus  to  banishment  driven, 
From  all  that  entwines  round  the  bosom  below, 

Be  sternly  shut  out  from  communion  with  heaven. 
And  end  his  sad  life  in  a  mansion  of  woe  1 

Pour,  pour  on  his  pathway  of  teini)est  and  gloom, 
The  radiant  light  of  the'Gospel  of  peace; 

And  Bethlehem's  star  shall  his  passage  illume 

To  the  haven  where  darkness  and  tempest  shall  cease. 
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Poetry  by  Bi/rom.  (Hinton.) 
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1.  The  Lor.l    i^^  our  shepherd,  our  sru  mlian  an-l  ijui  le;  Wh  ir.-ev  -   er    we 

2.  The  Lord   is  our  shepherd,  what  then  shall  we  fear?   Shall   dan<iers  af- 
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want      he  will  kind 
friifht  -  en  us  wliile 


ly  pro-vide; 
be  is  near? 
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sheep    of  his  pas   • 
no— when  he  calls 


ture  his 
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mercies    a  -  bound;  His  care  and  pro  -  tec-  tion  his  flock  will  surround, 
walk  thro'  the  vale,  The  shad    ow  of  death,  hut  our  hearts  shall  not  fail. 
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Afraid  by  ourselves  to  pursue  the  dark  way, 
Thy  rod  and  thy  staff  be  our  comfort  and  stay : 
AVe  know,  by  thy  guidance,  when  once  it  is  past, 
To  life  and  to  glory  it  brings  us  at  last. 

The  Lord  is  become  our  salvation  and  son? ; 
His  blessings  have  followed  us  all  our  life  long; — 
His  name  will  we  praise  from  the  heart,  with  our  breath, 
Be  Joyfol  thwugh  life,  and  resigned  in  our  death. 
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Rest  in  Heaven.      lls.  P.  8. 

How  sw?et  is  that  home  where  the  weary  shall  rest; 
No  toil,  no  temptations  are  known  hy  the  blest; 
A  hrij;!it  liow  of  jriory  will  shine  o'er  their  way, 
And  Taints  with  the  angels  will  eliant  a  sweet  lay. 

There  shall  be  no  night  in  that  blessed  abode ; 
For  all  shall  behold  the  in-igiii  image  of  God; 
His  light  will  illume  and  cheer  every  soul, 
While  age  after  age  shall  unceasingly  roll. 

No  sorrow  will  enter  to  sadden  the  heart, 

No  words  will  embitter  the  soul  with  a  smart; 

Sweet  thoughts  and  kind  words  will  be  spoken  above; 

While  the  Tkrone  of  the  Holy  is  glowing  with  love. 

Let  rays  from  sweet  home  my  pathway  now  light, 
And  give  me  frefsh  courage  to  "tight  the  good  Hght," 
To  finish  my  course,  and  receive  a  bright  crown, 
And  dwell  with  my  Saviour  and  rest  in  my  Home. 

The  CrosB  is  my  Auchor.      llS. 

The  Cross  is  my  Anchor, — though  wave  follow  waro, 
Though  frail  be  my  vcrisel,  this  anchor  shall  save, 
Let  faith  in  full  vigor  now  trust  in  the  Lord ; 
Midst  dangors  I  rest  in  his  life-giving  word. 

The  Cross  is  my  Anchor, — 'tis  steady  and  sure. 
Within  the  veil  holding  all  storms  I  endure  ; 
My  Saviour  has  entered  a  priest  on  His  throne, 
I  trust  in  His  promise,  and  in  Him  alone. 

The  Cross  is  my  Anchor. — All  storms  shall  soon  cease, 
My  vessel,  though  frail,  reach  the  haven  of  peace  : 
No  shij)wreck  or  storm  need  I  ever  more  fear, 
When  danger's  extreme,  then  my  Saviour  is  near. 

The  Cross  is  my  Anchor, — I  now  hear  His  voice, 
"  Fear  not,  it  is  I,"  now  trust  and  rejoice  ; 
The  last  storm  now  low'ring,  may  speedily  come, 
Til  trust  in  His  mercy  and  soon  reach  ray  home. 
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GOD  GLORIOUS.     10s  &  lis. 


Poetry  by  Grant. 


(Lyons.) 


worship  the  Kin<r,   all   fflorious    a-  bove,   And  gratp-fiil^^k 
tell     of  his  mi^hr.  and  sing  of  hi.s    grace,  Whose  robe  is  t^^ 


sing  his  won  -  der  -  ful 
light,  whose  can  -  o  -  pv 
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Onr  Shield  and  De  -  fend  -  er,  tlie 
His    chariots    of  wrath  the  deep 


Ancient  of  Days,   Pa-  vill-ioned  in  spIendoi-,and  gird  -  ed  with  praise 
thunder-eloud's  form,  And  dark  is  his  parli  on  the  wings     of  the  storm. 


i^iliggggl^l 


0^ 


r- 


i 


Frail  cbildren  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender !  how  firm  to  the  end  ! 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend. 

Father  Almighty,  how  faithful  thy  love  ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  thy  praise. 


OCEAN  MELODIES. 


125 


God's  Servants  sliotsid  praise  Blisn.      lOs  &  lis. 

Ye  servants  of  Gofl  your  Master  proclaim. 
And  publish  abroad  his  wonderful  name; 
The  name  all-victorious  of  Jesus  extol ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious  ;  he  rules  over  all. 
God  ruleth  on  high,  almight}'  to  save ; 
And  still  he  is  nigh  ;  his  presence  we  have  ; 
Tlie  great  congregation  his  triumph  sliall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 
"  Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne," 
Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honor  the  Son  : 
The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim, 
Fall  down  on  their  faces  and  worship  the  Lamb. 
Then  let  us  adore  and  give  him  his  right, — 
All  glory  and  power,  and  wisdom  and  might. 
All  honor  and  blessing  with  angels  above. 
And  thanks  never  ceasing,  for  inlinite  love. 


The  Believer's  Voyage.    H.  M. 

CHRISTIAN  UYilMS. 

Jesus,  at  thy  command, 

I  launch  into  th.e  deep; 
And  leave  my  native  land, 

Wliere  sin  lulls  all  asleep. 
For  thee  1  would  the  worlil  resign. 
And  sail  to  heaven  with  thee  and  thine. 
Tiiou  art  my  pilot  wise ; 

My  compass  is  thy  word  ; 
My  soul  each  storm  defies, 

While  1  have  sucli  a  Lord  ! 
I  trust  thy  faithf;:ilness  and  power 
To  save  me  in  the  trying  hour. 
Though  rocks  and  ([uicksamls  deep 

Tln-ough  all  my  passage  lie, 
Yet  Christ  will  satbly  keep 

And  guide  nie  with  his  eye  ; 
My  anchor  hope  sliall  firm  a!nde, 
And  every  boist'rous  storm  outride. 


<  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  and  blow 
I  A  prosp'rous  gale  of  grace: 
I  Waft  me  from  all  below, 

I      To  heaven,  my  destined  place. 
I  Then  in  fiiil  sail  my  port  I'll  find 

<  And  leave  the  world  and  sin  behind. 

>  Seaman's  Prayer.    Ti.  M. 

Beset  with  snares  on  every  hand, 

<  In  life's  uncertain  path  I  stand  ; 

\  Saviour  divine  !  dilf'use  tiiy  light,  ■ 
\  To  guide  my  dou!)tful  footsteps  right 
\  Then  let  tlie  Avildest  storins  arise  ; 
]  Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies, 
\  AO  fatal' siiipwreck  shall  1  fear, 
I  Bnt  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 
I  If  thou,  my  Jesus,  still  art  nigh, 
K'heerful  1  live,  and  cheerful  die; 
j  Secure,  when  mortal  comforts  flee, 
\  To  find  ten  thousand  worlds  in  thee. 
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Deliverance  lu  a  Storm.    C  ]II. 

Our  little  bark,  on  boist'rous  seas, 

By  cruel  tempest  tossed, 
Wiiiiout  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 

Expecting  to  t»e  lost, — 
We  to  the  Lord,  in  humble  prayer. 

Breathed  Dut  our  sad  distress  ; 
Though  feeble,  yet  with  contrite  hearts, 

"Wo  begged  return  of  peace. 
The  stormy  winds  did  cease  to  blow. 

The  waves  no  more  did  roll ; 
And  soon  again  a  placid  sea 

Spoke  comfort  to  each  soul. 
O,  may  our  grateful,  trembling  hearts. 

Sweet  hallelujahs  sing, 
To  Him  who  liath  our  lives  preserved. 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King. 


Reapers  of  thu  Sea.    T..  M.     H.  S  C. 

Seamen  !  there's  noble  work  for  you ; 

Your  mission  is  to  plough  the  sea. 
The  seed  of  gospel  grace  to  sow, 

And  reap  for  immortality. 

"  Thy  bread  upon  the  waters  cast," 
It  shall  be  fruitful  on  the  wave. 

Return  to'tliee  a  sweet  repast, 

And  many  famished  sliipmates  save. 

IIoAV  rich  the  harvest  of  the  deep ! 

Its  sheaves  are  souls  of  priceless  cost, 
These  would  the  Savionr  have  you  reap, 

And  gather  quickly,  ere  they're  lost. 

No  matter  then  wliat  storms  should  come, 
E'en  tho'  thv  slieaves  were  'cast  away,' 

The  iiiiiuiiiiiii^  wiive  would  Ixmt  ilu'in  Imine, 
For  winds  and  waves  thy  Lord  obey. 


cTesns  precious  to  tliem  that  believe* 
C.  :»I.  DODDKIDGE. 

Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name, 

'Tis  music  to  my  ear, 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud 
\      That  earth  and  heaven  might  hear. 
Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 
My  transport  and  my  trust : 
\  Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys. 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 
Thy  grace  shall  dwell  ui?on  my  heart. 

And  shed  its  fragrarice  there, — 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 

The  cordial  of  its  care. 
I'll  speak  the  honors  of  thy  name 
I      With  my  last  laboring  breath. 
\  And.  dying,  clasp  thee  in  my  arms, 
I      The  "antidote  of  death. 

s    Desiring  a  heavenly  Breeze.    CM. 

/  0  for  a  breeze  of  heavenly  love, 
I      To  waft  my  soul  away 
;  To  the  celestial  world  above, 
\      AVhere  pleasures  ne'er  decay. 
^  Eternal  Spirit,  deign  to  be 
\      My  pilot  here  below, 
I  To  truide  through  life's  tempestuous  sea, 
I      Where  winds  do  stormy  l)low. 
.'  From  rocks  of  pride  on  either  hand, 
]      From  quicksands  of  despair. 
;  O  guide  me  safe  to  Canaan's  land, 
i      Through  every  fatal  snare. 
Anclior  me  in  that  port  above, 

On  that  celestial  shore, 
Where  dashing  billows  never  move. 

Where  tempests  never  roar. 
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Snc«es8of  tbe  Gospel.      7s  &  6s. 

S.  F.  SMITH. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking ; 

The  darkness  <li-!appcar.s, 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears  : 

Facli  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean. 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us, 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  l)rightcr  scenes  bi-fore  us 

Art"  opening  every  hour  : 

Each  cry,  to  heaven  going, 
Abundant  answers  brings, 

And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing. 
With  peace  upon  their  wings. 

See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  tliousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 

"While  sinners,  now  confessing. 

The  gospel  call  ol)ey, 
And  seek  t!ie  Saviour's  blessing, — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pureue  thy  onward  way  ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

i^'or  in  thy  richness  stay  : 

Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly, 

Triu;n[)!iant  reach  their  home; 

Stay  not  till  all  the  holy, 
Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come.'* 


The  Christian  Pilgrimage.      7s  &  Gs 

(Peculiar.^         cexnick. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings; 

Tliy  better  portion  tiace  ; 
Rise  Irom  all  terrestrial  things, 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place : 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars,  decay; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 
Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course, 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Both  speed  them  to  tneir  source : 
So  a  soul  tliat's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face. 
Upward  tends  to  Ids  aI)ode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn. 

Press  onv/ard  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, 

Triumphant  in  the  skies  : 
Yet  a  season,  and  yon  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given. 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchauLTod  for  heaven. 


Boxology. 


&6s. 


i  To  thee  be  praise  forever, 
\      Thou  glorious  King  of  kings, 
\  Thy  wondrous  love  and  favor 
I      Each  ransomed  spirit  smgs. 
I  We'll  celebrate  thy  glory, 
i      With  all  tliy  saints  above. 
And  shout  the  joyful  story 
j      Of  thy  redeeming  love. 
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Xhe  Promise  ofOod  sure.     8s. 

SEARLE. 

How  sweet  on  thy  bosom  to  rest, 

When  nature's  sxffliction  is  noarl 
The  soul  that  can  trust  thee  is  blest ; 

Thy  smiles  bring  me  freedom  from  fear. 
The  Lord  has  in  kindness  declared 

That  those  who  will  trust  in  his  name, 
Shall  in  the  sharp  conflict  be  spared, 

His  mercy  and  love  to  proclaim. 
This  promise  shall  be  to  my  soul 

A  messenger  sent  from  the  skies, 
Ah  anchor  when  billows  shall  roll, 

A  refuge  when  tempests  arise. 
O  Saviour,  the  promise  fulfil ; 

Its  comfort  impart  to  my  mind; 
Then  calmly  I'll  bow  to  tliy  will, 

To  the  cup  of  affliction  resigned. 

The  nnlon  of  Saints.     8s. 

DR.  BALDWIN. 

From  whence  doth  this  union  arise. 

That  hatred  is  conquer'd  by  love  : 
It  f^istens  our  souls  in  such  ties, 

As  distance  and  time  can't  remove. 
It  cannot  in  Eden  be  found, 

Nor  yet  in  a  Paradise  lost; 
It  prows  on  Iminanucl's  ground. 

And  Jesus's  dear  l)lood  it  did  cost. 
My  l)rcthren  are  dear  unto  mf, 

Our  hearts  all  united  in  love ; 
Where  Jesus  is  gone  wc  shall  be. 

In  yonder  I)lest  mansion  a!)ove. 
With  Jesus  we  ever  shall  reign, 

And  all  his  bright  glories  shall  see  ; 
Singing,  hallelujah  !  amen  ! 

Amen  !  even  so  let  it  be  ! 


The  Admired  of  Heaven.    I..  Bf . 

BY  REV.  S  HOWE. 

0  chief  of  all  the  heavenly  throng, 

Amid  ten  thousand  spirits  blest, 
Is  he  to  whom  resounds  the  song, 

Wiiere  wearied  pilgrims  ever  rest. 
Amid  ten  thousand  angel  forms, 

None  shines  so  fair  to  bless  the  sight 
As  he,  who,  in  the  darkest  storms, 

Sheds  forth  the  beams  of  joyous  light. 
No  mighty  arm  so  strong  to  save 

Of  countless  hosts  that  wait  his  will, 
As  his,  M'ho  trod  the  heaving  wave. 

And  bade  the  raging  sea  '*  be  still." 
Of  all  the  lovely  e'er  below ; 

Of  all  the  holy  ones  above ; 
He  stands  the  chief  where  seraphs  glow, 

The  loveliest  far  where  all  ia  love. 

Saviour,  hear  our  Prayer.    S.  M. 

J.  M.  IIEWES. 

Dear  Savionr,  hear  our  prayer,— 

We  bow  before  thy  throne ; 
O  may  we  find  acceptance  there, 

And  peace  before  unknown. 
Dear  Saviour,  hear  our  prayer,— 

O  turn  not  thou  away  ; 
For  in  temptation's  fearful  hour 

Tnou  art  our  only  stay. 
Dear  Savionr,  hear  our  prayer, — 

No  other  i)ower  but  thine 
\  Can  fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  joy, 
;      With  rays  of  light  divine. 
:  Dear  Saviour,  hear  our  prayer, — 
:      On  thee  alone  we  call ; 
;  O  keep  our  feet  in  wisdom's  way. 

That  we  may  never  fall. 
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Christ  ttie  soul's  nncKor.    C.  HI. 

BY    REV.    S.    HOWE. 

My  ?oul  has  fixed  her  firmest  hope, 

(.>n  h'iiii  who  bled  to  save. 
And  ste;i(lf,ist  anchored  fearless  meets 

Lach  storm  and  swelling  wave. 
Though  darkest  tempests  fiercely  rise. 

And  raging  hiliows  roil; 
Not  all  their  mi^ht  from  Him  shall  part, 

Nor  daunt  my  trusting  soul. 
More  lirm  they'll  bind  my  willing  heart 

To  prospects  f  lir  and  blest. 
Till  tiackless  waves  be  braved  no  more, 

And  gained  the  shore  of  rest. 

Eaxly  Piety.     C.  M.         looan. 
How  happy  is  the  child  who  hears 

Instruotion'.s  warning  voice, 
And  who  cele.'*tial  wisdom  makes 

His  early,  only  choice. 
Wisdom  has  treasures  greater  far 

'i'hin  east  or  west  unfold; 
Anrl  her  rewards  iriore  precious  are 

'1  han  is  the  gain  of  gold. 
She  snides  the  young  with  innocence 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread; 
A  crown  of  gl<»ry  she  bestows 

Up.>n  the  hoary  head. 

Liastiiif;;  Pleasures.     C.  M.     taylor. 
Come,  let  us  now  forget  our  mirth, 

.And  think  that  we  must  die; 
What  are  our  best  delights  on  earth. 

Compared  with  th<^se  on  high! 
Our  pleasures  here  will  soon  he  past — 

Our  brightest  joys  decay; 
But  pleasures  there  forever  last, 

Aad  cannot  fade  away. 


Death  of  a  Scholar.    C.  HI. 

Death  has  been  here,  and  borne  aiway 

A  brother  from  our  side; 
Just  in  the  ntorning  of  bis  day, 

As  young  as  we,  he  died. 

We  cannot  tell  who  next  mav  fall 
Beneath  thy  chastening  rod; 

One  must  be  first,  but  let  us  all 
Prepare  to  meet  our  God. 

All  needful  strength  is  thine  to  give, 
^      "^I'o  thee  our  souls  apply 
For  grace  to  teach  us  how  to  live, 
And  make  us  fit  to  die. 

Then  to  thy  wisdom  and  thy  care 
We  would  resign  our  days; 

Content  to  live  and  serve  thee  here. 
Or  die  and  sing  thy  piaise. 

We  are  but  young.     L.  M. 

We  are  but  young — yet  we  may  sing 
The  praises  of  our  heavenly  King; 
He  n.ade  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  sky, 
.And  all  the  starry  worlds  on  high. 

We  are  but  young — we  need  a  guide; 
Jesus,  in  thee  we  would  confide; 
O  lead  us  in  the  path  of  truth, 
Protect  and  bless  our  helpless  youth. 

We  are  but  young — yet  God  has  shed 
Unnumbered  blessings  on  our  head; 
Then  let  our  youth  in  riper  days 
Be  all  devoted  to  his  praise, 

We  are  but  young — yet  we  must  die; 
I  Our  day  of  death  perhaps  is  nigh; 
<Lord,  may  we  early  seek  thy  grac« 
I  And  find  in  Christ  a  hidng-place. 
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Praise  to  God.    C.  M. 

Ye  Christiun  Seamen,  pniise  the  Lord, 

To  you  the  work  belonits; 
For  God  invites  you  by  his  word 

To  raise  your  gospel  songs 
Rejoice  in  his  redeeming  love, 

His  wondrous  mercy  Tell, 
How  Christ  descended  from  above 

To  save  your  souls  from  hell. 

Let  the  sweet  praises  of  his  name 
Resound  from  pole  to  pole; 

To  every  shore  his  grace  prochum 
As  far  as  billows  roll. 

At  every  time,  in  every  place. 
The  glorious  theme  pursue; 

And  long  to  praise  him  face  to  face, 
In  anthems  ever  new. 

Remember  thv  Sailor.    C.  M. 

Pray  for  the  Sailor — pray  for  hioi 
While  tossing  on  the  deep. 

That  harmlessly  the  raging  storm 
May  round  his  vessel  sweep. 

When  clouds  o'erhnng  the  wintry  sky, 
And  howls  the  tempest  loud. 

Pray  that  the  anwry  billows  may 
Not  be  the  sailor's  shroud. 

Pray  for  his  safety  and  return, 

Some  humble  cot  to  cheer. 
Where  hearts  with  p;iinand  anguish  burn 

In  every  storm's  career. 

Pray  for  the  sailor — that  his  soul, 
When  all  his  toils  are  o'er. 

In  heaven  be  safely  moored  at  last. 
To  live  for  evermore. 


Hope  in  God.    C.  9I« 

BY   MHS.    L.    H.    SIGOURNEY. 

Appeal  for  my  defence,  my  God, 

And  let  thy  shii-ld  be  spread 
Around  the  sailor's  lonely  heart, 

And  unprotected  head. 
Let  not  my  hope  in  thee  be  crossed. 

Who  hr.ve  no  help  beside, 
Nor  on  the  winds  my  prayer  be  'ost. 

Thou  Everlasting  Guide. 
Uphold  me  in  temptation's  field, 

Where  I  am  called  to  go. 
Nor  let  my  feeble  spirit  yield 

'J'o  earthly  sin  and  woe. 
For  though  tlie  wildest  storms  may  rise 

And  daikness  rule  the  sphere. 
The  hope  thnt  anchors  in  the  skies 

Plath  nought  to  do  with  fear. 

Tlie  Bible  tbe  Light  of  tbe  World. 

C.    ^l,  COWPER. 

What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page! 

Majestic,  liiie  the  sun. 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  ase; 

It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 
The-povver  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

'I'he  gra'jious  light  and  heal: 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise; 

They  rise,  but  never  set. 
Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  bright  display. 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shino 

With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 
My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  Him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 

la  briiihter  worlds  above. 
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Confiflcnce  in  atoning  Blood.  C.  M. 

O  Lord,  when  billows  o'er  ine  rise, 

NA  lien  deep  crirs  out  to  deep, 
W'iien  :ingry  clouds  obscure  the  skies. 

My  soul  in  snfety  iieep. 
Thy  promise  h;is  in  troubles  past 

My  slati"  of  succor  been; 
Support  uie  now,  while  trials  last, 

is  or  le.ive  me  in  my  sin. 
No  sacrifice  my  soul  can  plead, 

But  th.it  rich  offering  paid. 
When  Christ  on  Calv.irv  deigned  to  bleed, 

An<l  full  atonement  made. 

Forever  here  I  rest  my  cause; 

In  fiiith  !  make  this  plea: 
Chiist  h:ith  obeyed  thy  righteous  laws; 

Christ  hiith  expired  for  me, 

Tlie  Liost  Found.     C.  M. 

NEEOHAM. 

U,  how  divine,  how  sweet  the  joy, 
When  but  one  sinner  turns. 

And,  with  an  humble,  broken  heart, 
His  sins  and  errors  mourns! 

pleased  with  the  news,  the  saints  below 
In  songs  their  tongues  employ; 

Beyond  the  skies  the  tidings  go. 
And  heaven  is  filled  with  joy. 

Well  pleased  the  Father  sees  and  hears 
The  conscious  sinner's  moan, 

Jesus  receives  him  in  his  arms, 
And  claims  him  for  his  own. 

Nor  angels  can  their  joys  contain, 

But  kindle  with  new  fire; 
**The  sinner  lost  is  found,"  they  sing. 

And  strike  the  sounding  lyre. 


Prayer.     C  M.        montoomkhv. 
Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Unuttered  or  expressed, 
'I'he  motion  of  a  hidden  (ire, 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh. 
The  falling  of  a  tear, 
i  The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
I      When  none  but  God  in  near. 

^  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

}       That  infiiit  lips  can  try; 

<  Prayer,  the  subliaiest  strains  that  react 

>  The  majesty  on  high. 

s  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

>  The  Christian's  native  air, 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

Devotion.    C.  M.        beddome. 
Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  in  man. 

Returning  whence  it  came; 
Love  is  the  sacred  fire  within. 

And  prayer  the  rising  flame. 

It  gives  the  burdened  spirit  ease, 
And  soothes  the  troubled  l)reast; 

Yields  comfort  to  the  mourners  here, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

When  God  inclines  the  heart  to  pray, 

He  hath  an  ear  to  hear; 
To  him  there's  music  in  a  groan. 

And  beauty  in  a  tear. 

The  humble  supp'i  int  cannot  fa*' 
'I'o  have  his  wants  supplied 
i  Since  He  for  sinners  intercedes, 
'      Wliu  ouce  for  sioaers  died 
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Invitation  to  Christ.    li.  M. 

BY   REV.    J.    NEWFDX    BROWN. 

Come,  sinnerl   at  our  Lord's  command, 
We  would  persuade  thee  now  to  come; 
O,  shrink  not  buck,  hut  yield  thy  hand, 
AnJ,  wanderer!  we  will  lead  thee  home. 
O,  liuirer  not!  thou  lost  one,  come, 
And  <;ive  each  sinful  pleasure  o'er; 
Is  nut  thy  guilt  a  countless  sum  ? 
Why  wilt  thou,  lingererl  njakeilmore? 
Hast  thou  no  pity  on  thy  soul, 
^V'hose  deep  defilement  thou  h:;stseen  ? 
Come  where  the  streams  of  mercy  roll; 
O,  wash!  and  be  forever  clean! 
For  thee  a  Saviour's  heart  h  ith  bled; 
To  give  thee  peace.  He  bore  thy  pain; 
O,  stay  not  till  thy  day  is  fled; 
O,  crucify  Him  not  again! 

Clirist  upon  tlie  Cross.     Li.  M. 

STENNETT. 

*•  'Tisfinished!" — so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head  and  died: 
"lis  finished! — yes,  the  race  is  run, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 
'Tis  finished! — this  his  dying  groan 
Ph. ill  sins  of  deepest  hue  atone. 
And  millions  be  redeemed  from  death 
By  Jesus'  last,  expiring  breath. 
'Tis  finished! — Heaven  is  reconciled, 
And  all  the  powers  of  darkness  spoiled; 
Pe.'.ce,  love,  and  happiness,  again 
Return,  and  dwell  with  sinful  men. 
'Tis  finished! — let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  thro'  all  tlie  nations  rouud: 
'Tis  finished! — let  the  tiiiiinph  rise, 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  ukies. 


Not  asliamed  of  Christ.    Ij.  91. 

OBica. 
Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be — 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee! 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  ihro'  endless  days' 
Ashamed  of  Jesus! — that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend! 
No! — when  i  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  1  no  n>ore  revere  his  name. 
Ashamed  of  Jesus! — yes,  I  may. 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
IVo  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 
Till  then — not  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And,  O,  may  this  my  glory  be, — 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 

Enjoyment  of  Cliiist's  IjOvp.     Li.  M. 

C.    WE'^LEV. 

Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 
No  thought  can  reach,  rm  tonguf.  declare. 
Unite  my  thankful  heart  to  thee. 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there. 
Thy  love,  how  cheering  is  its  ray! 
All  pain  before  its  presence  flies; 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away 
Where'er  its  healing  beams  arise, 
O,  let  thy  love  my  soul  enfl:'.me. 
And  to  thy  service  sweetly  bind; 
Transfuse  it  through  my  inmo^U  fr'ame, 
And  mould  me  wholly  to  thy  mind. 
Thv  love,  in  sulTeiings.  be  my  peace; 
'!  hv  love,  in  weakness, make  me  suong; 
And,  when  the  stor  ms  of  life  shall  ceaje, 
Thy  love  shall  be  in  haavcn  my  soQg. 
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The  Christian's  Prospect.     It.  M.  ^     The  Physician  of  the  Soul.     li.  M. 

\Vh;it  sinners  value  I  resign;  >  steelu. 

Lord,  'tis  eiioii<;h  tli.it  thou  ait  mine;  ]  Depp  are  the  wounds  which  siti  has  m;ide 

I  sh.i!  behold  thy  blissful  face,  j  Where  shiill  the  sinner  find  a  cure  ? 

And  stand  complete  in  righteousness,  j  In  vr.in,  alas!   is  i\;.ture"s  aid; 

,,,,  .,.-,,  ,  J  The  work  exceeds  her  utmost  power. 

J  his  life  s  a  dream — an  empty  show;     i  ■  ' 

Br.i  th.t  briirhr  world  to  which  I  go,       ;  ^"^  •'''"  "^  sovereign  balm  be  found  ? 
I  lath  jovs  substantial  and  sincere:  {  ^"^"^  '*  "'^  '^'"^  physician  nigh, 

When  shall  1  wake,  and  find  me  there?  p"  ^''^^  the  p:iin,  and  heal  ihe  wound 

<  Ere  life  and  hope  forever  flv  ? 
()  glorious  hour!  O  blest  ab.^e!  r^^ere  is  a  great  Phv  sician 'near; 

!  sh  ,11  he  near  and  l.Ke  my  God  \  L„ok  up,  O  fainting  soul,  and  live; 

Ami  flesh  and  sm  no  more  control  <  g^^^  j,^  ,^i^  heavenlv  siniles  appear 

i  he  sacred  pleasures  of  my  soul.  J  g^^^  help  as  nature  cannot  give. 

My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground      j  See,  in  the  Saviour's  d)  ing  blood, 
'Jill  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound,         ;  Life,  health,  and  bliss,  "abundant  flow: 
Then  burst  the  chains,  with  glad  surprise  ^'  'Tis  only  that  dear,  sacred  flood 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise.  I  Can  ease  thy  pain,  and  heal  thy  woe. 

The  hetler  Liantl.     L*.   BI.  i       Heaven  alone  unfading.     Li.  M. 

There  is  a  land  mine  eye  htith  seen,       ^  How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies! 

In  visions  of  enraptured  thought,  j       How  transient  every  earthly  bliss! 

So  bright  th.it  all  whifh  spreads  between  i  How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties 

Is  with  its  radiaiit  glory  fraught.  \      That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this! 

A  land  upon  whose  blissful  shore  <  T^^*^  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew, 

'fhere  rests  nosh;idow,  falls  no  stain  ;         The  withering  giiiss,  the  fading  flower 
Tlu-re.  those  who  meet  shall  pa  t  no  more,  >  Of  earthly  hopps  are  emblems  true — 

And  th(»se  long  parted  meet  again.       ;      The  glory  of  a  passing  hour. 

[is  skies  are  not  like  earthly  sj<ies,  '  But  though  earth's  fairest  blnseoins  die, 

With  vnryinii  hues  of  sh  I'de  and  light;  \      And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  v:,in, 

It  h  ith  no  need  of  suns  to  rise,  ^  There  is  a  brighter  world  on  high. 

To  dissipate  the  gh)om  of  night.  i      Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

There  swef-ps  no  desolating  wind  ^  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  tc  come. 

Across  that  calm,  serene  abode;  |       Dis|.el  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears; 

The  wanderer  there  a  home  ma}  find  [  If  Ciod  be  ours,  we're  travelling  home, 

Within  the  P«radiia  of  God.  '     Though  passing  through  a  valeofteara. 
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The  Rigliteons  Blest.     S.  M. 

WATTS. 

The  ninn  is  evnr  l)lost 

Who  shims  the  sitiner's  wars, 
Aiiioiiii  thrfir  councils  never  stuids, 

iXor  takes  the  scorner's  place, — 
But  iiiakps  the  law  of  (lod 

His  study  and  delii^ht, 
An.'Jdst  the  labors  of  the  day, 

And  watches  of  the  night. 
He,  like  a  tree,  sh:ill  thiive. 

With  Writers  near  the  root; 
Fresh  as  the  leaf  his  name  sh;ili  live, 

Is  is  works  are  heavenly  fruit. 
Not  so  th'  unjrodly  race; 

'They  no  such  blessings  find: 
Their  hopes  shall  flee  iil;e  empty  chaff 

Before  the  drivin<£  wind. 


I         In-^ratitude  deplored.     S.  M» 

■;  WAITS. 

<  Is  this  the  kind  return  ? 

J       Are  these  the  thiinks  we  owe  ? 

/  Tlius  to  abuse  eternal  love, 

J       Whence  ail  our  blessings  flow  ? 

<  To  what  a  stubborn  frame 

<  Has  sin  reduced  our  niind! 

/  What  strange,  rebellious  wretches  we! 

<  And  God  as  strangely  kind  I 
'Turn,  turn  U3,  mighty  God, 

^       And  mould  our  souls  afresh; 

^  Break,  snvereiirn  irrace.  these  hearts  of 

?      And  give  us  hearts  of  flesh.      [stonOt 

^  Let  past  ingrilitude 

\      Provoke  our  weeping  eyes; 

I  And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall, 

i      Let  hourly  thanks  aiise. 


Blessings  souglit  in  Prayer.     S.  M. 

NEWTO-N. 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace! 

'J'he  promise  calls  me  near; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smilinir  face, 

And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 
Thine  iinage.  Lord,  bestow, 

'i  by  presrnce  and  thy  love; 
I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below, 

And  leign  with  thee  above. 
Teach  me  to  live  by  faith; 

Coi.form  my  will  to  thine; 
Let  n»e  victorious  be  in  death, 

Ar.d  then  in  glory  shine. 
If  thou  these  blessings  give, 

.And  wilt  !i.y  p(^!tioii  be. 
All  worldly  joys  Til  ciieerful  leave. 

And  find  mv  heaven  in  thee. 


;       Prayer  fox*  Deliverance.     S.  M. 

I  R!PrO.\'S    COL. 

:  Like  Israel,  Lord,  am  I; 
[      My  soul  is  at  a  stand ; 
A  sea  before,  a  host  behind, 
;      And  rocks  on  either  hand. 
JO  f,ord,  T  cry  to  thee, 
(       And  would  thy  word  obey; 
!  Bid  me  advance;  and,  through  the  sea 

Create  a  new-made  way. 
The  time  of  gre.test  straits. 

Thy  chosen  time  has  been 
To  nianifest  thy  power  is  great. 

And  make  thy  giory  seen. 
O,  send  deliverance  down: 

Dis{)lay  the  aim  diviiif:; 
So  shall  the  piaise  be  all  thy  own. 

And  I  be  doubly  thinfl. 
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Rest  for  the  -vrrary  Sowl.    S.  M. 

MONTGOMERY. 

O,  whore  shall  rest  be  found  — 

Rest  for  the  we.iry  soul  ? 
"I'wt-re  vain  the  oce;in  depths  to  sound. 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 
The  world  can  nevej  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh: 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live. 

Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 
Beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

There  is  a  life  above. 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 

And  all  that  life  is  love. 

There  i^  a  death  whose  pan^ 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath: 
O,  what  eternal  terrors  hang 

Around  the  second  death  I 
Lord  (jod  of  tiuth  and  grace. 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun. 
Lest  we  be  banished  fronj  thy  face. 

And  evermore  undone. 

Ciirist's  Coinpaaislon.     S.  J>I^ 

BBDDOKE. 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Let  floods  of  p^^nitential  grief 

Burst  forih  from  every  eye. 
The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see: 
Be  thou  astoni-ihcid,  O  my  soul; 

He  shed  those  t^mrs  for  thee 
He  wept  that  we  might  weep, 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear; 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 

And  there's  no  weeping  there. 


Union  and  Peace,    S.  3f. 

WATTS. 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace, 

Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one, 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 

Through  all  their  actions  run. 
Blest  is  the  pious  house 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 
Their  soiiofs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows, 

Make  their  communion  sweet. 
From  those  celestiil  springs 

Such  streams  of  pleasure  flow. 
As  no  increase  of  riches  brings, 

Nor  honors  can  bestow. 
Thus,  wfien  on  Aaron's  head, 

They  poured  the  rich  perfume. 
The  oil  through  all  his  raiment  spread, 

And  fragrance  filled  the  room. 
Thus,  on  the  heavenly  hills, 

'i'he  saints  are  blest  above, 
Where  joy,  like  morning  dew  distils, 

And  all  the  air  is  love. 

tJoy  in  tile  Conversion  of  Sinners. 

S.       M.  SWAIN. 

Who  can  forbear  to  sing. 

Who  can  rtfuse  to  praise. 
When  Zion's  high,  celestii;!  King 

His  saving  power  displays  ? — 
When  sinners  at  his  tef ;, 

By  mercy  conqupred,  fill  ' 
WlieM  <>r:'ce.  and  iriith.  and  justice,  mset, 

And  peace  unites  them  alP 

Who  can  forbear  to  pr.iise 

Our  high,  celestial  King, 
When  sovereign,  rich,  redeen  -^^ 

Invites  our  tongues  to  sin;;  ' 
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The  heroic,  yet  disconsolate  Sailor. 

The  heroic  sailor  who  i)erile{i  his  own  life. 
to  rescue  h  man  iroiii  (Ir4i\viiiii!i,  at  the  E.n' 
Bo>toii  Ft-rry,  .Nov  29ih,  18.8.  When  hskr<\ 
his  name,  replied,  "  lt\t  of  no  cori<>equeiice,  iio- 
bodij  cures  a  copper  for  me.^^  This  iujpre.-sive 
reply,  suggebted  the  following  lines.         f.  s. 

*'  No  one  on  eaith  now  cnres  for  me!" 
Thi.s  s:id  reply,  child  of  the  sea; 
Will  kindle  Iho'ts  and  bid  them  flow, 
While  musing  on  thy  words  of  wo. 

No  one,  brave  sailor,  cares  for  thee  ? 
Thy  path,  how  gloomy  it  niust  be; 
Hast  thou  no  one  to  soothe  thy  heart, 
Or  rapture  to  thy  soul  impart? 

No  one,  kind  sailor,  cares  for  thee  ? 
Behold  the  Saviour!  to  Him  flee; 
He  sweetly  calls,  who  is  thy  friend, 
You  may  upon  his  love  depend. 

No  one,  bold  s.iilor,  cares  for  thee  ? 
Come  then,  and  find  true  liberty; 
Brii^ht  angels  round  the  Throne  will  sing, 
O'er  thee,  an  heir  of  Zion's  King. 

No  friends  or  kindred  cares  for  thee? 
Brave  sailor!  we  will  for  you  plea, 
A  helping  hand  to  thee  extend, 
While  o'er  the  sea,  and  on  the  land. 

Whnt  if  the  world  is  cold  to  thee  ?  [sea, 
And  friends  prove  treacherous  like  the 
1'he  Lord  of  gloiy  groaned  and  bled, 
And  bowed  ft)r  thee,  his  sacred  head. 

Chper,  cheer  thv  soul  with  this  sweet  tho't, 
That  there  is  One,  forgets  thee  not; 
He  will  each  noble  deed  record, 
And  faithful  souls,  in  heaven  reward. 


c  Sinners  invited  to  Repentance.  I*.  M 

S  DWIGHT. 

\  ^V■  bile  life  prolongs  its  preciims  light, 
\  i\lercy  is  found,  and  peare  is  given: 
/  But  soon,  ah,  soon,  appro.iching  night, 
I  Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven, 
j  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  driy! 
s  How  sweet  the  gospePschartiiing  sound  ! 
I  Come,  sinners,  haste,  O,  hiiste  .iwax, 

<  While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 
^  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  witig. 

Shall  death  conmiand  ycm  to  ihe  grave. 
Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

In  that  lone  land  of  deep  desp.iir. 
No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall  rise. 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  piayer, 
j  No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

\  Now  God  invites;  how  blest  the  diyl 

/  How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound! 

Come,  sinners,  haste,  O,  h:isle  away. 

While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

Sense  of  5in.    Li.  M.        stesle. 

Jesus  demands  this  heart  of  mine, 
Demands  my  love,  my  joy,  my  rare; 
But,  ah,  how  dead  to  things  divine, 
I  f'ow  cold,  my  best  affections  are: 

';  'Tis  sin,  alas!   with  dreadful   )o\vor, 
'  Divides  my  Saviour  fjom  'my  sight; 

<  O  for  one  happy,  shining  hour 
I  Of  sacred  freedom,  sweet  delight! 

Come,  gracious  Lord  ;  thy  love  can  raise 
My  ciplive  powers  from  sin  and  death, 
And  fill  my  heart  and  life  with  praise. 
And  tune  my  last,  expiring  breath. 
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Tl^e  Tongne.     li.  M. 

All  kinds  ofbeiists.  and  bird?,  niid  whales 
Are  t.iiiifMl  hv  men.  with  s!<iifui  ;irt; 
'Yhi'.  serpent  l)r()(id, whose  loii^iie  jissaila. 
With  sting  and  poison,  mildly  part. 

But,  OI  the  tongue  of  fallen  mnn. 
How  s;na!l,  how  boasting,  and  how  dire; 
A  world  of  sin,  whose  iiifliierire  can 
All  nature's  course  involve  in  fire. 

Behold,  how  jreat  and  dire  a  wreck 
From  storms  ofpMssion,  float  ashore; 
Behold,  from  sin's  tempested  deck, 
A  world  in  flames,  and  man  no  more. 

I,ord.  kppp  my  lips,  my  tongne  from  gnile, 
My  soul  from  rage,  my  words  from  guilt, 
Nor  let  me  thus  a  world  defile. 
For  which  thy  sacred  blood  was  spilt. 

Let  hut  this  wandering  sinful  bark 
Be  steered  by  Christ,  and  filled  with  love 
Mis  giace  can  quench  each  rising  spark. 
And  round  the  world  Til  peaceful  rove.  : 

Burtleu  of  Guilt.     Ij.  M.     beddome. 
Lord,  with  a  grieved  and  aching  heart, 

To  thee  I  look,  to  thee  I  cry; 
Supply  my  wants,  and  ease  my  smart; 

O,  h;;.ir  an  humble  prisoner's  sigh. 

Hero  on  my  soul  the  burden  lies; 

No  human  power  can  ease  the  load; 
My  numerous  sins  against  me  risn. 

And  fir  remove  me  from  my  (jod. 

Broak,  hreik.  O  Lord,  tlirse  tvrant  chains, 
And  set  the  strui/gliiig  ciptive  free; 

Uedeem  from  everlasting  pains, 

And  bring  me  safe  to  heaven  and  thee. 


Son^  of  Gratitnde  and  Prai.<!e.  Tj.  M. 

DOnDRlPGE. 

God  of  my  life,  ihrouoh  all  my  days 
I'll  tune  the  grateful  riofes  of  praise; 
The  song  shall  wake  with  opening  light 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night. 
When  anxious  care  would  break  my  rest, 
And  crief  would  tear  my  ihrobbinLT  breast 
The  notes  of  praise,  ascending  iiigh, 
Shall  check  the  n'urmtir  and  the  sigh. 
When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail. 
And  all  the  powers  of  language  fail, 
•Toy  thro'mv  swimming  eyes  shall  [>reak 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 
But,  O,  when  that  last  contlicfs  o'er, 
And  I  am  chained  to  earth  no  more. 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  1  rise. 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies! 
Then  shall  1  learn  th'  exalted  strains 
That  echo  through  the  heaveidy  plains, 
And  emulate  with  joy  unknown. 
The  glowing  seraphs  round  thy  throne. 


Heavenly  Aspirations.    Ij.  M. 

Watts. 
Up  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie. 

And  living  waters  gently  roll. 
Fain  would  my  tho'ts  ascend  on  high; 

Bui  sin  hangs  heavy  on  my  soul. 
O,  might  I  (mce  mount  up  and  see 

The  glories  of  ih'  eternal  skies. 
How  vain  a  ihitii;  this  world  would  be! 

How  empty  all  its  fleeting  joys! 
Great  All  in  .Ml,  eternal  King, 

Let  me  but  view  thy  lovely  fice. 

And  all  my  powers  shall  bow  and  sing 

Thine  endless  grandeur  aud  thy  grac« 
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God's  Presence  mnkes  Deatli  easy. 

C.       31.  WATT.-,. 

Dcnth  cnnnot  make  our  souls  afraid, 

If  GjcI  he  with  us  theie; 
We  iiiiiy  walk  thro'  it.<  darkest  shade, 

And  never  yield  to  fear. 
I  could  renounce  my  ail  below, 

If  my  Redeemer  bid; 
And  run.  if  I  were  called  to  go, 

And  die  as  Moses  did. 
Might  I  but  climb  to  Pisgah's  top, 

.And  view  the  promised  land, 
My  Hesh  its^-If  would  long  to  drop. 

And  welcome  the  command, 
Clasped  in  my  heavenly  Father's  arms, 

I  would  forget  my  breath, 
And  lose  my  life  among  the  charms 

Of  so  divine  a  death. 

Depeiidance  on  God.    CM.    j.  h.  h. 

Our  God  we  bow  before  thy  thione. 

And  supplicate  thy  grace; 
We  would  thy  sovereign  justice  own, 

And  gladly  seek  thy  face. 

Our  numerous  sins  we  would  confess, 
Our  wiinderings.  Lord,  from  thee; 

We  ph^ad  our  Saviour's  righteousness, 
'i  o  him  for  refuge  flee. 

Tho'  fierce  the  storms  that  often  beat, 
.\iid  rude  the  blast.s  that  roar. 

We'll  bow  before  thy  mercy-seat, 
'J'hy  guidant-e  to  implore. 

Our  souls  will  e'er  in  thee  confide, 

A  refuge  ever  near; 
As  o'er  the  sea  of  life  we  glide. 

May  we  thy  grace  revere. 


"  My  Father's  at  tlie  helm."    C    W. 

An  InctdeiU — r»i>;ritii.iliy  Improved. 
'Tvvjis  when  the  sca.s  with  horrid  roar 

A  little  bark  as.>=aird. 
And  piUid  fear  with  awful  pow'r, 

O'er  each  on  board  prevail  d; 
Save  one, — the  captain's  darling  child; 

Who  feailess  view'd  the  storm. 
And,  plnyful,  with  composure  smil'd 

At  danger's  ihreat'ning  form. 
"  Why  sporting  thus  ?"  a  seaman  cries, 

*'  Whilst  sorrows  overwhehn  ?" 
"  Why  yield  to  grif^f?"  the  boy  replies; 
"  My  Father's  at  the  helm!" 
]  Poor  doubtins  soul,  from  hence  be  taught 
^       How  groundless  is  thy  fear; 
(  Tiiink  what  the  power  of  Christ  hath  wro't, 

<  And  He  is  ever  near. 

■.Then  upward  look;  do  not  distrust, 

>  Jesus  will  guide  thee  home 
j  To  th;;t  eternal  port  of  rest, 

\      Where  storms  shall  never  come. 

>  J.    A.   K. 

^         On  the  T^os^  of  a  f  hlld.    C.  31. 

s  And  is  thy  lovelv  shadow  fled  ? 

<  Yet  stop  those  fruitless  tears; 

i  lie  from  a  thousand  pangs  is  freed, 
Yon  from  ten  thousand  fears. 

/  Thonah  lost,  he's  lost  to  earth  alone, 
/      Above  he  will  be  fouri: 
i  Amidst  the  stars,  and  near  the  tin  one, 
i      Which  babes  like  him  surround 

<  Look  upw.ird,  and  your  child  you'll  gee, 
I      Fix'd  in  his  blest  abode; 

\  What  parent  would  not  childless  b© 
To  give  a  child  to  God  ? 
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Chansre.    Tt.  M.        bv  d.  kadford. 
C}i;in,<r(-'  C(»iiies  with  nithlHss  hand  to  iiinr 
Ail  that  we  foiKilv  cherish  here, 
e^he  d.irkly  cdouds  iilV.  s  hiightHst  stir, 
Atii!  liUghts  our  hopes  hmvever  dear. 

Au'l  those  who  triuel  on  life's  way, 
Shii  (Jooiiis  to  sorrow  and  decay; 
L'ntil  her  hist  chiil  touch  they  fee! 
And  death's  etnbr.ices  o'er  them  steal. 

"^i'he  world  grow.s  darker  as  it  bears 
Ini:r-iasinij  weight  of  fli^eting  yeais, 
Aiid  he  froui  grief.  wh(.m  cljldhood  spares, 
Must  give  to  age  his  hitter  tears. 

In  every  season    every  clime, 
These  follow  in  the  track  of  time; 
IMisfortune's  footsteps  h)ng  delayed. 
Care's  an.xious  form,  and  sorrow's  shade. 


gnbsnission.     L.    M. 

Father,  'tis  right.      I  chisped  the  child, 
And  for  a  luoinent  thought  it  mine; 
Wild  with  a  nu)ther\s  joy,  forgot 
That  child  and  motiier  both  vvere  thine. 

Forgive  a  inother's  selfish  love, 

And  let  the  visit  of  thy  rod, 

J. ike  some  kind  anjrcl  from  above. 

Bring  hack  ci;y  wandering  heart  to  God. 

To  ?n  itch  the  idol  from  mv  sight, 
Rt  sp.-aks  a  r'alher's  t -nder  care; 
This  ttio"t  sh  ill  make  t!ie  anyuish  light, 
I,ove  could  not  well  the  idoi  sp^re. 

Father  \  bow  me  to  thv  will; 
I  !o\e  to  tliink  my  child's  wifli  thee; 
My  treujbiing  heart  shall  tiust  !  hee  still. 
Till  I  my  child  and  God  shall  see. 


Tlic  Goodness  nf  God.    1*  M. 

BY    REV.    J.    M:\VT0N     EROtVN. 

And  wilt  thou  stoop,  great  God  I  so  low, 

As  to  behold  with  pitting  eye, 
Thv  guilty  cri-atures  here  below. 

Condemned  eternally  to  die? 
Why  do  I  ask  in  doubtful  tone, 

When,  lo!   upon  the  cross  I  see 
Immanuel  ble.'d,  from  love  alone, 

From  pity  to  a  wretch  like  me! 
God  in  our  nature,  wondrous  sight! 

Fndures  the  curse  for  man  designed; 
O,  with  what  ravishing  delight 

A  scene  so  glorious  fills  my  mind! 
God  of  immensity!  thy  love 

Fxceeds  the  grandeur  of  thy  power! 

Strike. strike  your  harps,  ye  hosts  above, 

j      While  saints  in  sweeter  strains  adore. 

{         Tlie  Gieatness  of  God.     f^.  M. 

>  BY    REV      J      NEWTO.V    BROWN. 

^O  Thou!  the  high  and  loffy  One, 
\       Whose  dw(;lling  is  eternity; 
I  Justice  and  judiimcnt  guard  thy  throne, 
I      And  prostate  angels  worship  thee. 
I  Dark  and  Tinsearchabie  thy  ways, 
I      To  man  mysterious  and  obscure! 
\  Bevond  the  reach  of  mortal  ajize, 
I      The  feeblest  workings  of  thy  power 
\  E'en  in  thine  acts  of  Providence. 

Which  our  uncensing  wants  supply, 
I  Thy  hand,  stretched  out  ft;r  our  def  nee. 

Is  still  concealed  from  inort..!  eye. 

In  vain  we  stretch  our  sight  to  scan 

The  mysteries  of  thy  ch.stening  rod. 

Awed  by  that  voice  which  says  to  man, 

\     '  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God.'* 
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The  Lord's  Supper.    I^.  HI. 

W\TTS. 

'T^v^s  nr.  that  dV.<.  thit  dolpii;!  iiial.t, 
\Vhi:n  povveis  ofeiirth  jiruJ  IipII  .iiuse 
A^.iinst  tlie  Son  of  (lod's  delijilit, 
And  friends  betrayed  him  to  his  foes. 

Before  the  mournful  scene  begun, 
He  look  the  bread,  and  blest,  and  l>rake; 
What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran! 
What  wondrous  words  of  grace  lie  spake  I 
"  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  sin; 
Receive  and  eat  the  living  fttod;" 
Then  took  thocup,  and  blessed  thewinn; 
"Tis  the  new  covenant  in  toy  blood." 
"Dothis,"  he  cried,  "til!  time  shall  end, 
In  memory  of  your  (lying  friend; 
IMeet  at  my  table,  and  record 
The  love  of  your  depirled  Lord." 

Consecration  of  tiie  Cross.     Li.  M. 

WATTS. 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 

On  which  the  Prince  of  ^loty  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  hut  loss. 

And  pour  conteinpt  on  all  my  piide. 
Forbid  it,  I,ord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  tlie  vain  things  that  chinn  me  most, 

1  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 
See,  from  his  head.  Ins  hands,  his  feet. 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  niingled  down: 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 

Or  thorns  couipose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

Were  all  the  realm  of  nature  nsine. 
That  weie  a  present  fir  too  small; 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 

Demand >  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


Rememberlnsr  Clirfst.     Ij.  BI. 

O  thou,  my  soul,  for2et  no  more 
The  Friend  who  all  thy  sorrows  bore  J 
Lot  every  iilol  be  forgot: 
But,  O  my  soul,  forget  him  not. 
Renounce  thv  works  and  ways,  witli  grief 
And  fly  to  this  divine  relief; 
Nor  Him  f;)rget,  who  left  his  throne. 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  his  own. 
Rternal  trutii  and  mercy  shine 
In  hini,  nnd  he  himself  is  thine: 
And  canst  thou,  then,  with  sin  l)eset, 
Such  chrirms,  such  matchless  ciiarnis, 
foryet  ' 

O,  no;  till  life  itself  depart, 
His  name  sha  I  cheer  an<i  wirm  mv  heiil; 
And,  lisping  this,  from  eaith  I'll  rise, 
And  join  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

Tlie  I^Iemorials  of  Grace.     Li.  M. 

WATTS. 

Jesus  is  gone  above  the  skies. 
Where  our  weak  senses  reach  him  not; 
And  carnal  objects  court  our  eyes. 
To  thrust  our  Saviour  from  our  thought 
He  knows  what  wanderins  hearts  we  have, 
Apt  to  fo»-get  his  lovely  fice; 
And,  to  refresh  our  minds,  he  gave 
These  kind  memorials  of  his  grace. 

Let  sinful  joys  be  all  forget. 
And  eaith  iirovv  less  in  our  esteem, 
Christ  and  bis  love  fill  every  thought, 
And  fiith  and  hope  be  fixtrd  orr  him. 

While  ho  is  absent  frottr  our  sight, 
'Tis  to  prepare  our  souls  a  place. 
That  we  may  dwell  in  heavenly  light* 
And  live  forever  near  bis  face. 
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Rememlbering  Christ.    C.  M. 

WARDt.AW. 

Remember  thee,  redeenting  Lord! 

While  .Mfctnory  holds  her  place, 
C-m  we  for<fet  the  I'rince  of  life, 

Who  saves  us  by  his  grace? 
Tlie  Lord  of  life,  with  glory  crowned, 

On  heaven's  exalted  throne. 
Remembers  those  for  whom,  on  eartli. 

Me  heaved  his  dying  groan. 
His  glory  now  no  tongue  of  man 

Or  seraph  briijht  can  tHJl: 
Yet  'tis  tfie  chief  of  all  his  joys 

Th:it  sou!-s  are  saved  from  hell. 
For  this  he  came  and  dwelt  on  earth; 

For  this  his  life  was  given; 
For  this  he  fought  and  vanquished  death. 

For  this  he  pleads  in  heaven. 
Join,  all  ye  snints  beneath  the  sky, 

Voar  grateful  praise  to  gi-e; 
Sin,^  loud  hos.iiinas  to  the  Lord, 

Who  died  that  you  might  live. 

Home  in  Heaven.     !^.  M. 

MONTGOMERY. 

Mv  Father's  house  on  high! 

Home  of  my  soul!   how  near. 
At  tilings,  to  fiith's  foreseeing  eye 

Thy  golden  gates  appeal! 
I  hear  at  mom  and  even, 

.\t  noon  and  midnight  hour. 
The  choral  har'Monies  of  heaven 

Ser.iphic  music  pour. 
*),  then  my  sp-rit  fain* 

To  reach  the  land  i  love  — 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 

My  glorious  home  sibove. 


.       Tlie  Heavenly  Canaa-n.    C.  M. 

I  WATTS. 

j  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight; 
Where  saints  in 


Eterna 


mort;il  reign 
ly  excludes  the  night. 


<  And  pleasures  banish  pa 
i  There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never-f.iding  flowers: 
:  Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
\      That  heavenly  land  from  ours. 
J  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 
\      Stand  dressed  in  living  green: 
;  So  to  the  Jews  fair  Canaan  stood, 
!       While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

<  But  timorous  mortils  start  and  shrink 
I      To  cross  this  narrow  sea. 

And  liniier,  trembling,  on  the  brink, 
I       And  fear  to  launch  away. 
I  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
I       4nd  view  the  landscape  o'er, — 
\  Not  .lord  itvs  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
\      Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

Following  Clirist.     8s  &  7s 

\  DOnOKIDOE. 

i  Humble  souls,  who  seek  salvation 
i       'J  hrough  the  Lamb's  redeeming  blood 
■  Hear  the  voice  of  revelation  ; 
\      TreJid  the  path  that  Jesus  trod. 
\  Hear  the  blest  T'edeemer  call  you; 
I       Listen  to  his  heavenly  voice; 
I  Dread  no  ills  that  can  befall  yon, 
I      While  you  make  his  ways  your  choice 
j  Plainly  here  his  focUsteps  tracing, 
I       F<d!ovv  him  without  delay, 
I  Gladly  his  command  euibracing; 
Lo!  your  Captain  leads  the  way. 
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Tbe  Gospel  Ship.    C.  M. 

Tune— Arlington. 
The  gospel  ship's  a  giillunt  ship. 

In  river  Time  she  lies; 
For  passengers  she's  waiting  now, 

Take  passage,  and  be  wise, 

While  others  strike  the  rocks  of  wrath, 

And  sink  to  rise  no  more. 
She'll  safely  pass  the  straits  of  death, 

And  reach  the  happy  shore. 

Her  keel  is  perfect  righteousness 

That  ever  shall  endure, 
Salvation  everlasting  is 

Her  njighty  bulwark  sure. 

Eternal  love's  her  snow-white  sail. 

And  truth  her  noble  mast; 
She's  wafted  by  the  Spirit's  gale, 

J\or  fears  the  fiercest  blast. 

Infinite  Wisdom  guides  her  course^ 

This  is  her  compass  true; 
By  angels  niarmed,  her  skilful  band, 

A  holy,  happy  crew. 

Her  chart  the  living  faithful  word 

Of  IJim  who  cannot  lie; 
Her  blood-stained  banner  waves  aloft, 

That  all  may  it  descry. 

Her  Captain  is  Immanuel, 

Jehovah's  royal  Son, 
With  uncreated  glories  crowned. 

For  Calvary's  victories  won; 

For  wisdom,  courage,  skill,  and  might, 
There's  none  can  11  im  excel; 

He'll  steer  his  vessel  safe  to  poit 
iu  spite  of  earth  and  bell. 


Then  come  into  the  gospel  ship. 

Whoever  will,  may  come: 
For  thousand-^,  thousands  are  on  hoard, 

"  And  even  yet  there's  room." 
Come  without  money,  there's  no  fare; 

i\o  terms  can  easier  be. 
Your  pa.=s.!ge  uioney  .lesus  paid, 

And  you  have  passage  free. 
But  mark!  the  starting  time's  to-day^ 

And  soon  that  time  will  Hy  — 
To-day,  today,  we  launch  away 

Into  eternity. 
Leave  Sodom  world  without  delay, 

Ner  ruin's  near  at  h  ind; 
Sinners,  obey  the  gospt.'l  call. 

And  sail  for  glory's  land. 

T.  Shearer. 


sun  on.    C.  M. 

Tune— Dundee. 

Still  on,  still  on,  still  on  we  sweep, 
The  swelling  waves  among; 

The  foauiing  of  the  restless  deep 
\      Aside  is  fuirless  flung. 
<  Still  on,  still  on  we  fleetly  glide, 
i       At  evening  and  at  morn; 
\  Careering  on  an  angry  tide, 
I      And  Wafted  by  tbe  storm. 
i  Still  on!  and  yet  there  seems  no  change, 
I       No  space  as  yet  seems  passed; 
I  To-day  the  objects  in  our  range, 
i      Aie  what  tht;y  were  the  last; — 
5  Above,  the  same  pure  fields  uf  light; 
I       Around,  the  same  v;iSt  sea; — 

I  Does  not  this  shadow  forth  the  flight 

»      Of  an  eternity  I 
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Tlie  Dead  Mariner.    Li.  M. 

BV    C.    D.    PRENPICK. 

The  purple  gems  ftirever  burn 
In  ruleless  he;iuty  round  thy  urn. 
And  pure  and  de^p  ms  infant  love, 
'I'he  l)iue  sea  rolls  its  waves  above. 
O'er  thee  mild  eve  her  beauty  flings. 
And  there  the  white  gull  lifts  her  wings, 
And  the  blue  halcyon  loved  to  lave 
Her  plumage  in  the  deep  blue  wave. 
And  there  the  sea-flower  biii-ht  and 
Is  sweetly  o'er  thy  slumber  flung,  [yoang 
And,  liUe  a  we.  ping  mourner  f:ir. 
The  p:ile  flag  hangs  its  tresses  there. 

And  when  the  wave  has  sun!<  to  rest,  - 
They  then  will  murniuro'er  thy  breast; 
And  the  bright  victims  of  the  sea, 
Peichance  will  make  tiieirhoaie  with  thee. 

Tho'  ships  and  waves  wil'  o'er  thepg'ide, 
Sweet  tho'ts  are  hovering  by  thy  side; 
Oft  will  thy  Motiier  view  with  tears, 
The  Eden  of  departed  years. 


The  Mariner's  Grave.    C  M. 

BV  c.  D.  rHExncE. 

Sleep  on  I  sleep  on!  above  thy  corse 
!  The  winds  their  rSabbath  keep; 
)  The  waves  are  ruund  tliee,  and  thy  breast 
>  Heaves  with  the  heaving  deep. 
!  Sleep  onl  no  willow  o'er  thee  bends 
;  With  melancholy  air, 
;  iVo  violet  springs,  nor  dewy  rose, 
1  Its  soul  of  love  lays  bare. 
I  Sleep  on!  sleep  on!  tlie  glittering  depths 

Of  Ocean's  coral  caves, 

Are  thy  bright  urn,  thy  requiem 

The  music  of  its  waves. 

Sleep  on!  sleep  on!  the  fearful  wreck 
Of  minsling  cloud  and  deep. 
May  leave  its  wild  and  stormy  tack 
Above  thy  place  of  sleep. 

Sleep  on!  thy  grave  is  far  away, 
But  love  bewails  thee  yet; 
To  thee  the  heart  wrung  sigh  is  breathed. 
And  lovely  eyes  are  wet. 


Bnrial  at  Sea.     S.  M, 

Down  to  unfithom^d  depths, 

Where  hidden  fountains  flow, 
Alone,  his  dre.iry  bed  to  find, 

The  child  of  earth  must  go. 
For  him  no  funeral  bell 

May  weepitiii  friends  convene. 
Nor  dust  to  ki.idred  dust  be  laid 

Within  the  church  yard  green. 
Farewell!  one  heavy  plunge! 

One  cleft  in  ocean's  floor! 
And  then  the  deaf  and  sullen  surge 

Sweeps  on,  smd  all  is  o'er. 


BY    MRS.    I..    H.    SIGOUR.VEV. 

We  give  thee  earnest  charge. 

Oh  sad,  and  solemn  deep. 
Safe  in  thy  coFd  and  strong  embrace 

This  precious  form  to  keep; 
Till  at  the  trumpet's  sound. 

Which  fills  the  world  with  dread. 
Thy  caverns  and  the  graves  of  earth 

Shall  render  up  their  dead: 
Then  clothed  in  glorious  liglit. 

May  thi.s  our  friend  .-.rise. 
And  change  thy  dark,  imprisoning  cell. 

Fur  freedom  in  the  skies. 
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All  is  "Well.     109  &  6.  83  &  6. 
What's  ihis  that  steiils,  that  steals 
ijpi)n  my  frame  ? 
Ts  it  death  ?    Is  it  death  ? 
That  soon  will  quench,  will  quench 
this  vital  flame, 
Is  it  death  ?    Is  it  death? 
If  this  be  death,  I  soon  shal!  be 
From  every  pain  and  sorrow  free, 
I  shall  the  King  of  glory  see; 

Ail  is  well,  all  is  well. 
Weep  nml  my  friends,  my  friends, 
weep  not  for  me, 
AM  ts  well,  all  is  well. 
My  sins  are  pardoned,  pardoned,  I 
am  free, 
All  is  well,  all  is  well; 
There's  not  a  cloud  that  doth  arise, 
To  hide  iny  Saviour  from  my  eyes, 
I  soon  shall  mount  the  upper  skies; 
All  is  well,  all  is  well. 


Hark,  hark!  my  T.ord,  and  Master 
calls  with  grace; 
All  is  well,  all  is  well. 
I  soon  shall  see,  shall  see  his  heavenly 
face. 
All  is  well,  all  is  well 
Farewell,  de^ir  friends,  adieu,  adieu; 
I  can  no  longer  stay  with  you, 
My  glittHring  crown  appears  in  view. 

All  is  well,  all  is  well. 
Tune,  tune  your  haips,  ye  saints  in 
glory  sing, 
All  is  well,  all  is  well. 
I'll  praise,  will  praise,  my  Saviour, 
and  my  King; 
All  is  well,  all  is  well. 
Bright  angels  are  from  glory  come. 
They're  round  my  bed,  they're  in 

my  room. 
They  wail  to  waft  my  spirit  home. 
All  is  well,  all  is  well. 


Not     Yet.    C.     M.        L.  E.  L. 

**  Not  yet!  the  flowers  are  in  my  path, 

My  sun  is  in  the  sicy ; 
Not  yet!  my  heart  is  full  of  hope, 

I  cannot  bear  to  die. 

Not  yet!  T  never  knew  till  now, 
How  precious  life  could  be; 

Not  yet,  my  heart  is  full  of  love; 
1  cannot  come  with  thee." 

Bui  Love,  and  Hope,  enchanted  twain, 
Passed  in  their  falsehood  by, — 

Deatii  came  again — and  then  he  said, 
•*  r»ii  ready  now  to  die." 


Tlio.se  blessed  >vIio  die  in  tlie  Lord. 

C.       M.  WATTS. 

Hear  wh:>t  the  voice  from  heaven 

For  all  the  pious  dead:       [proclaims 
"  Sweet  is  tlie's;'.vor  of  their  nanjes, 

And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 
"  They  die  in  .Jesus,  and  are  blest; 

How  kind  their  slumbers  are! 
From  suffering  and  from  sin  released. 

They're  freed  from  every  snare. 
♦♦  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 

'I'hev're  present  with  the  Lord; 
The  labors  of  their  mortal  life 

End  in  a  large  reward." 
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The  Bible  suited  to  ctir  Wants.     C  HI. 

FHthec  of  mercies,  in  thv  word 
\'>  hit  emll.  ss  g  ory  ^-hincs/ 

Forever  be  fby  nan  e  afloi-ed, 
ior  ti.ese  celestial  lines. 

'Tis  here  the  tree  ( f  knowledge  grows, 

An  1  yiel  is  a  free  repast; 
Here  pur  r  s  veets  thaa  nature  knows 

invite  the  longing  taste. 

'Tis  here  the  Saviour's  welcome  voice 
S;  r.'uds  heavenb  peace  around. 

Ar.d  life,  anrl  ever'asting  joys, 
Aiteiid  the  blissfjl  saunl. 

0   miy  tho?e  h?avcn]y  pages  be 

Mv  cver-di  ar  deligit; 
And  sti  I  new  1  eauties  may  1  see, 

And  siiii  incieasiug  light. 

Divine  Instructor  gracious  Lord, 

|]e  ih  u  loievernenr; 
Teach  me  t^  love  thy  sacred  "word. 

And  vi-w  my  inavii.ur  here.       Wafts. 


The  Sinner  invitrd  and  Warnrd.  8,  7  &  4. 

K.ar.  0  sinver  1    INIer -y  hails  yru  : 
^ow  wirh  sweet  ■>t  voice  ^he  ca  Is  ; 

Bi'is  you  ha  t '  to  s:ek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  Irand  (f  justice;  falls; 

Trust  in  .Tt  sus  ; 
'lis  thvi  voice  cf  -\iercy  calls. 

Ha^t^.  O  sinner,  to  the  Saviour; 

See'<  liis  mercy  wliile  y(^u  may; 
Soon  the  day  of  gric;.'  is  over; 

Soon  yo.ir  life  will  p  ss  away: 
Haste  to  Ji^'sus; 

You  must  perish  if  you  stay.     Reed. 


Glad  Tidings.    6s,  7s  &  6. 

Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message 
Sent  in  meicy  from  ab)ve? 

Every  sentence   0,  how  tender! 
Every  iine  is  full  of  love ; 

Li-ien  to  it ; 
Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

Hear  the  heralds  of  the  gospel 
News  from  Zion's  King  proclaim: 
••Pard  in  to  each  reb.-I  sinner; 

Free  forgiveness  in  his  name:  '* 
How  important! 

"  Free  forgiveness  in  his  name." 

Tempted  souls,  they  bring  you  succor; 

Fearf(d  hearts,  they  quell  your  fears; 
And.  wiih  rews  of  consolation, 

Chase  away  the  falling  tears; 
Tender  heralds! 

Chase  away  the  falling  tears. 

Who  hath  our  report  believed? 

Who  received  the  joyful  vord? 
Who  embraced  t':e  news  of  pardon 

Ofieved  to  you  by  the  Lord? 
(an  you  slight  it? 

Offered  to  you  by  the  Lord? 

0  yc  angels  hovering,  rouni  us, 
Wai  ing  spiiits.  8pe?d  your  way; 

Haste  ye  to  the  conrc  of  heaven ; 
Tidings  btar  without  delay, 

Kebel  sinueis 
Glad  the  mess.^ge  will  obey. 

Cur  only  Hope:     C:  M, 

Go,  spea':  of  Jens'  d\ing  love, 
Ye  messenger  ^  of  God ; 
Go,  bid  the  wandering  sailors  prove, 
iledemptioa  through  his  blood. 
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€htv  Gntde.      L.  M. 

Come,  gnci^'is  sj;i;ir.,  luaven'y  Dove, 
"With  Vi'j^it  an.-l  couifo  t  fr  >;u  ab  ive ; 
Be  th  )u  our  Guardian  th  u  ou  •  Guide ; 
Oer  every  tlioughfc  ;ind  s^tt^p  preside. 
To  us  the  light  of  truth  dispa-.', 
And  make  us  know  and  choos  i  thy  way ; 
riant  holy  fear  in  every  heart 
That  we  from  G.^d  may  ne'er  depart. 
L^ad  us  to  holiness — the  road 
Wliich  we  must  take  to  dwell  wi?h  God ; 
Leul  us  to  Chri-^t— the  livino;  way; 
Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures  stray ; 

Lead  us  to  God — our  final  rest, — 
To  be  with  him  forever  b  est; 
Lend  us  t>  heaven  its  bli3>  to  share — 
Fulucss  of  joy  forever  tliere. 

Teachings  of  the  Spirit.    L.  M. 

Come,  blessed  Ppi  it.  Source  of 'ii^ht, 
Uhose  power  and  graje  are  uacon 
fined. 

Dispel  ihe  gl-omv  shales  of  night, 
The  ihic:ver  darkness  of  the  mind. 

To  mir^e  illaniined  oyes  disp'ay 

1"l;e  glorious  truth  thy  words  reveal; 

Cans?  ni.-  to  nn  the  he  ivrnly  way; 
Make  m^  delight  to  dj  thy  wiU. 

Thine  inward  teachings  m  ike  me  know 
Ihy  wonders  of  redeeming  love, 

The  v:inity  of  thinsr*^  btlow, 

AnJ  excellence  of  things  above. 

While  through  these  dubious  paths  I 
s-rav, 

Sprend  i  i ke  the  sun  th ^  beams  abroad 
0,  Slow  t'je  dange:  s  df  the  way, 

And  guide  my  feeble  steps  to  God. 


The  Spirit  entreated  not  to  Depart.  L  M, 

JStav,  thou  insulted  Spirit   s-ay. 

Though  I  haved  neci^e.^  su3h  despite; 
Cat  not  a  Jrinner  cuie  away, 

xsor  take  thine  ever  las  i-  g  fioiht. 

Thouzh  1  have  mrst  unfiiithful  b  -en 
Of  all  who  e'er  thy  grxe  r  ceivtd — 

Ten  thousand  times  thy  g  lodness  seen, 
Ten   thousand   tiaies   thy  goodness 
grievtd, 

Yet,  0.  th?  chief  of  sinners  spire, 
Tn  honor  of  iny  great  High  Piiest: 

Nor,  in  thy  rieh  eous  anier  swear 
I  shall  not  s.e  thy  people's  r.  st. 

My  wear,'  soul    0  G  d   re'ense; 

Ui  h  1 1  me  wi;h  thy  oracious  hand  ; 
0,  gui  le  me  in"o  perfeci:  peace. 

And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 

The  Savionr  at  the  D«  or.    C.  fll. 

Amaving  sig"it!  the  Savionr  stands 

And  knoks  -t  every  do  r! 
Ten  ^;i0u^ai)d  b  essin^s  in  Lii  hands, 

To  sjatiii'y  tlie  pour. 

"Behold,"  he  saith,  "I  bleed  and  die 

To  brinz  you  to  my  r  sr : 
Hear   sinners    while  I'm  passing  by, 

And  bj  forever  bUst. 

"Will  you  de-piso  my  bleedini  love, 
.\n  1  choo-e  the  way  to  In  1.? 

Or  in  'he  g  orious  r  alm<  above, 
Wiih  me.  forever  dw^U/ 

"  Sav.  will  you  hear  mv  graci'^u'?  voice. 


And  h  .ve  yoi  r  sins  f  >r. 
Or  wi  1  you  make  ih  t  wiet  hed  choice. 
And  bar  yourselves  from  heaven." 
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The  Spirit  Enlightening  and  Renewing. 

Erernal  Spirit,  we  confess 
And  sing  the  woaJer.s  of  thy  grace  ; 
Th/  paver  conveys  -mr  blessings  down 
Fr^in  God  thj  Father,  and  ihe  box 

Knlig'.tened  by  thine  lieavenly  ray. 
Olir  shads  aad  dir^uess  turn  tj  diy ; 
Ihine  in  vard  teichinos  ma  ;e  us  know 
Our  danger  mid  oar  iefui;e  too. 

Thy  Dow'er  aid  g^ory  -work  ■n-it'nn, 
And  brea  V  rlie  chains  of  iei,'ning  sin  ; 
Our  wid,  iiiipe  i  us  lusts  subdu:;. 
And  form  our  wrjic'ied  hearts  anew. 

The  trnublrdcon=cienc?l<  news  tliy  voice; 
Thy  cheeiing  words  :iwake  our  joys; 
Ihy  worls  a. 'ay  ih;  s  onny  winl, 
And  c.doi  tae  surges  of  the  mind. 

Sovereignty  of  ihe  Spirit.    CM. 

The  be  s  d  Spirit.  \i\<e  V-.e  winl, 
U.o  vs  \vh  n  a  id  where  lie  pl^'ase: 

How  ha  p.-  arc  th  >  me  i  wo  f.el 
'ihe  sjul-on  ivening  bre.'ze! 

Hj  mou  ds  th?  earn  d  min  I  afresh, 

Sab  lues  the  power  of  sin, 
Tranf  )i-m<  the  he'.rt  of  s  one  to  flesh. 
And  pli.uts  his  grace  wi.hin. 

Ha  shcdsa'r^al  the  Fnthn-'s  love, 

A]  pi  es  re  lee  niig  b!o  'd. 
Bids  h.  t'l  our  giii  t  and  fear  remove, 

And  brings  us  home  to  Gud. 

Lorl.  fill  racl-i  deal   bpni-rhted  soul 
^  \vith  iigh-,  an:!  li  e.  and  j  ly: 
Kone  can  thy  n.i^^hty  ]<o-.vor  control, 
Or  shall  thy  work  destroy. 


The  Holy  Spirit  the  Comforter.  8,  6  &  4. 

Our  b  est  Ked-.^cmer,  ere  he  breathed 

JUs  tmder,  last  far  ■we, 1. 
A  G  lide   a  tJomf  >it  r,  bciueathed 

With  us  to  dwtll. 

He  came  in  tongues  of  living  fiame, 
To  teah.  convince,  ^uhdue; 

All  porteiful  as  the  wind  he  came, 
As  viewless  tuo. 

He  cam^  sweer  influence  to  impart, 

A  giacions.  villing  guest. 
Whi  e  he  can  find  one  humble  heart, 

Wherein  to  rest. 
He  br.-athes  that  gente  voice  we  hear, 

Sr.fc  as  the  breeze  of  even. 
That  ch  cks  each  fault,  that  calms  each 
ftar 

And  speaks  of  heaven. 
And  every  viitue  we  possess, 

Anl  every  victory  von. 
And  every  thought  of  Lo.iness, 

Are  his  aLne. 

The  Spirit's  Pcwrr.    C.  M. 

Coni'^.  Ho'y  Sj  irir  from  above. 

With  thy  celestial  fir  ■ , 
Come,  and  with  fiamc  s  of  real  and  lov© 

Our  hearts  and  tongues  inspiro. 

The  Fpirit   hv  his  heavpnly  breath, 

New  lifj  creates  withif; 
He  quickens  f^in:;er-  f. o:n  the  daath 

Of  t  espasHS  ai.d  sin. 

Th-  things  of  Christ  t^e  Fpivit  takea, 

And  to  onv  hewt-  r.-vca  s: 
Our  b)div^s  hi  his  fern)  e  makes, 

And  our  redemption  seals. 
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Excellency  of  thft  Scripttrres.    CM. 

Let  all  the  heathen  writei-s  joia 

To  for  a  oae  perfect  look; 
GratGod,  ifuuc.>  compuel  with  thine, 

Ho.v  mjan  their  wri.iags  luo^! 

Nut  the  most  perfe  t  rul-s  they  gave 
Coul  I  sh  )\v  oni  hia  forj.ivi'a. 

Nor  lea  I  a  step  b  -yoad  ihc  grave  ; 
Bai  thiae  coaduct  to  heavtn. 

I've  seen  an  end  of  what  we  call 

I'erfei'ti  tn  here  below — 
How  sliort  th  •  po  ve  s  of  nalvire  fa'l, 

Anl  caa  no  further  g). 

Yet  men  would  f  lia  b-^  just  with  Gxl. 

Uy  works  tiieir  han  Is  hav;  w  ought ; 
But  thy  coiuinands   exc  eding  b.oaJ, 

Extend  to  evei'y  thoug'.it. 

In  vain  -^e  hoaj^t  p-^rfecion  hers, 
While  sin   iefi  es  our  frame, 

And  siaks  our  virraes  d  )ami  8o  far, 
Tlicy  sc  irce  deserve  the  name. 

Our  faith,  and  Ijve   an  1  every  grace, 

Fall  fir  helow  ihv  wor  1 : 
But  perfect  fru'h  ;ind  r  ghtaousaess 

Dwell  only  wi.h  tiie  L  ,rd. 


Offered  Peace,     7s. 
Weer^ing  sin.ners,  dry  voir  t?a:-s  ; 
Je-us  on  the  throie  ap  e  i;  s  , 
Mer^y  c  ;mes  Avi  h  b  .1  siv  wiiig, 
Bids  joa  his  sa.vation  si  jg. 

Peace  he  brims  ymi  by  his  death. 
leae  Le  s  v  a<s  with  ever,-  b;-  ath ; 
Can  yoa  s  ight  snc'i  hL^ivenly  charms  / 
Flee,  0  flee  to  Jesus'  arms. 


The  Riches  of  God's  Word.    C.  31. 

Let  wnrdly  me  i,  fiom  -hor-  to  .thora, 

'I'htir  (  hosen  good  pur.^ue  ; 
Thy  word   O  i  ord.  we  value  more 

Than  tr  asur  s  of  .  eru. 
Here  min  s  of  k.jOwledj;e.  love,  and  joy, 

Are  o|en  d  to  our  >ight : 
The  ijui\st  gold  without  nlby, 

Aad  g-m^  divine  y  blight. 
Th""  couns.'ls  of  red  eming  crrace 

These  sacred  !e  ives  unfjld; 
An  1  h.-re  the  .Si\iour'.s  lovdy  face 

Our  ra  ture.l  eyes  beho  d. 
Here  light  descen  ling  from  above. 

Dii-occs  oir  doubtf  1  f  •>  t ; 
Here  pr)!!iis's  of  heavenly  love 

Our  ard  nt  wis  le-  meet. 
Oui- numerous  criefsare  here  redre?sed, 

An  I  a  1  oui-  wa  it-;  ."■u,);>  led: 
Nonght  v.e  ;an  a  k  to  make  us  bbst 

is  in  this  bo.  k  'i  uied.       SieuneU. 

Jlp-io^^prnrton  el  the  Spirit.     C.  ]>I. 
Xot  all  the  «  u  w  .rd  :or  ..s  o:i  earth, 

Nor  rit  s  i.har.  (iol  ha^  give  t. 
Nor  will  orm:ui.  nor  b  ord.  noi*  birth, 

Can  r  li.-e  a  sou!  to  !;e:ivea. 
The  sovereign  will  of  G>d  a'. one 

Creates  us  heirs  of  sr'aoe, 
B.rn  in  the  image  of  his  .^oa, 

A  new,  jecaiiar  race. 
The  ?piiir.  like  some  heavenly  wind, 

Br  J  thes  oa  tlie  sons  of  flesh, 
Cr  at  s  anpw  the  carna'  miad, 

An  1  forms  the  man  afresh. 
Our  quick  m^-tl  s  ):d>  a  vaUe'and  rise 

Fi-  m  their  l»i:g  si  epofd^ath; 

On  he  iveul/  thiags  we  Hx  onreyes, 

And  praise  employs  our  breath. 
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The  Mercy  Seat.    L.  M. 

From  every  stormy  win  I  that  bbws, 
From  evK^ry  swelling  ri  le  of  w.  es, 
Titer  ■  is  a  ca'm,  a  sure  le  r  at: 
^'li^  f  .u<i  I  b  for  J  ihe  m  rcy-sat. 
Tlitre  is  a  pla-e  where  J-sus  s'lels 
The  oil  oi  gladness  on  our  hea  Is  — 
A  piaceot'al!  on  euth  ino~t  sweet; 
It  is  the  blood  bjught  nii;rcy-seat. 
The!  e  is  a  scene  where  ^■p■rits  blend, 
Where    friend    hoi  Is    fedo.vship    wiih 

friend  ; 
Though  sun'lered  far  bv  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  merey-be it. 
There,  there,  on  eagle  wingjs  we  soar, 
And  s'n  and  sense  molest  no  more  , 
And  Heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

It  is  I ;   Be  not  Afraid.    L.  M. 

When  power  divine  in  mortal  form, 
Hushed  with  a  word  the  raging  storm, 
In  soothing  accents.  Jesns  said, 
"  Lo,  it  is  1 ;    b3  not  afraid." 
So  when  ia  silence  nature  s'eeps. 
And  his  lone  watch  the  m  )r.rner  keeps. 
One  thought  shall  every  pang  remove — 
Trust,  feeble  man,  t'ly  Maker's  love. 
Gol  calms  the  tumuU  and  t'.e  storm; 
He  rules  the  seraph  and  the  worm ; 
Ko  ere  iture  is  by  i  i  im  forgot 
Of  those  who  know  or  know  him  not. 
And   when  the  list  dread  hour  shall 

come. 
When  trembling  Na-ure  waits  her  doom. 
This  voi  e  shall  wake  the  j  ious  dead — 
"  Lo,  it  is  I ;  bo  not  afraid.^^ 


FTependpnce  npon  Christ.    Li.  M. 

Biiri  d  in  s'lalo'vs  of  thenight 
We   ie,  ti  1  <Jln  ist  restcr.  s  ihe  ;ight — 
'lill  h'  des  ends  to  heal  the  b  imi, 
And  cha-e  th.;  da.kue^s  of  the  mind, 
''ur  'jcuiltv  souls  are  drowned  in  tears, 
Till  his  atoning  b  ood  appears  ; 
Then  we  awake  from  deep  distress. 
An  i  sing  the  Lord  our  Ilighteijusness. 
Jesus  beholds  where  Saian  reigns 
And  binds  his  slavis  in  h^avy  chains; 
He  sets  the  prisoners  free  an  I  breaks 
The  iron  boudage  from  our  necks. 
Poor  helple  s  worms  in  Thee  possess 
Graee,   wi.-dom,  power,  and  righteous- 
ness ; 
Thou  art  our  mighty  All,  and  we 
Give  our  whole  selves,  0  Lord  ,to  thee. 

Watts, 

The  Road  to  Life  and  to  Death.    L.  M. 

Broid  i>  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 

And  tliousan  Is  walk  together  theie; 
But  wisdom  !?hows  a  narrow  path, 

^Yith  here  and  there  a  travel  er. 
"Deny  thyself  and  take  thj'  cross.  ^' 

Is  the  Redeemer's  great  com m;ind: 
Nature  must  count  her  gol  1  but  drohS. 

If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 
The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  f.iints, 

And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more. 
Is  but  estepmed  almoj^t  a  saint. 

And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 
Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain ; 

Create  mv  heart  entirely  new  — 
Which  hvp rcrites  coud  ne'er  attain, 

Whioh  false  apostates  novtr  knew, 
WatU. 
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Best  for  the  weary  Penitent.  L.  31. 

Come.  wear,  s  u  s  with  sin  di -tressed, 
C'm.aul  acj'ijt  tie  [tr.)  iiis.d  lest; 
111  •  >avi)U!-  s  era  ious  •^•ill  one}', 
And  casu  y«  u  ■  g  oomy  f.a  s  away. 
Oppressed  wit  i  sia.  a  pa  nful  load, 
0  come  and  spread  youi-  ffo?s  abroad: 
Divine  co!i!pa;;sioa  miglicy  love, 
"Will  all  the  painful  Ijad  remove. 
Here  mercy's  b  mnd  ess  o  'can  flows, 
To  cLanse  your  guilt  and   heal  }Our 

woes ; 
Pardon,  and  life  and  endless  peace  ; 
How  ri.h  tha  gilt!  how  free  th-  grace! 
Lord,  we  accept,  with  thankful  heart, 
The  hope  t!iy  gra.;ions  words  impwt; 
We  come  with  treml  ling,  yefc  rej(jice, 
And  bless  the  kind  inviting  voice. 
Tear  Savior.r  1  t  thy  won  Irous  love 
Confirin  our  fa'th.  our  I'ears  remove; 
0.  sweetly  influence  every  breast. 
And  guide  ui  to  eternal  rest.        Steele. 

Yet  there  is  Rocm.    C.  M. 

Come,  sinner,  t^  the  eo-^pel  feast; 

(.).  onie  without  dilav: 
For  there  is  r.joiii  ia  .Ji_sus'  breast 

For  all  who  will  obey. 
There's  room  in  God's  e  tern  id  love 

To  save  thy  |  recious  soul ; 
R  lom  in  the  Spirit  s  gra.e  ribove 

To  hjal  and  ai  :kj  thee  whole. 
There's   room   within  the   church,  re- 
deemed 

With  bloo  1  of  Chri^t  divln-  ; 
Room  in   t' e  v, hite-robcd   throng  con- 

vcn.Hl, 
.    Fur  that  dear  soal  of  tuiae. 


There's  room  in  heaven  among  the  choir 

And  harps  and  crowns  of  -<  Id 
And  lilcrio  s  palms  of  vie.tor^-  ii;ero. 

And  jo  s  tha'.  ne  er  v\c  e    oid 
Ther-'s  r  lom  nro  ind  ti  y  Fah  t  sb  ard 

For  the.'  an  1  th  usnusls  moi-p  : 
0,  come  and  we  come  to  the  Lord; 

Yea,  come  this  very  hour. 

Pardon  Penitently  Implored.      L,.  M. 
Show  pity.  Lord:  0  L  rd.  f  rgive; 
Let  a  repent'ng  rebel  live  ; 
Are  not  thy  m.jrci.s   ai^re  and  free? 
May  not  a  dinner  trust  in  thee? 
>Iy  crimes  though  great  '\in;;ot  surpass 
The  p  iw  -r  an!  glorv  of  thy  grao  ' . 
Great  Gol,  thy  np.lure  hath  no  b  und; 
So  let  thy  pardouii.g  iove  be  found. 
O,  Avash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 
•And  ir.a;<e  my  guilty  cons-i  nee  clean, 
Here,  on  m/  heart,  the  burden  iici, 
And  past  o.Tences  pain  n>y  e^e.s. 
My  lips,  with  shame,  my  sins  con^'ess, 
.\gr.in-t  thv  law.  agaii-t  thv  gra-e; 
Lorl.  shouhl  thy  judg'nen'  gr  w  i-cvcre, 
I  am  c  •niem;ied,  but  thou  art  clear. 

Should    sullen    vengeance    seize    my 

br  ath, 
I  must  prono  nice  thee  just  in  death; 
And  i  ■  my  eoul  were  sent  to  lie  1, 
Thy  rigLt-'uus  1  iw  a  'pi-ove.s  it  well. 

Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lorl, 
WLo  e  ho  e,  still  hovering  rami  thy 

word, 
WcuM    lig  it   on   so.ne    s-vect   promise 

there. 
Some  suro  buoport  against  despair. 
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Christ's  Example.    I..  M. 

Our  ?^nvi  >iir  b  )\ved  htn  a  Iv  the  vrav^^ 
An  I  uiQ  kly  snu  ^i.t  a  v^atery  gravt^ : 
Co  ue   .--ee   lie  sac  ei  ^>ath  he  roi^- 7 
A  pat  I  well  pl.asiug  to  oui-  Goi. 

Kis  voice  we  h  >ar  hh  foots* et?^  trace, 
AaJ  h  ther  come  to  se  k  h'S  face, 
'J'o  <!o  his  wiil,  ti  fe  1  his  iove, 
Aiid  join  our  songs  with  hongs  above. 

H;sa>na  to  the  Limb  divine! 
Lee  end  ess  jfl  >ries  round  him  shine  ; 
High  o'er  the  heave;is,  forever  reign, 
0  La.ub  of  God.  for  sinners  slaia; 


Sn|ficiency  of  the  Alnneifiei^t.    C.  M. 

,s  ■;■: ;    '  ■  '    '    V  ■■•■-■   I      .  f  ,■•;"•;;  ■■'/ 
Then  is  a  fountain  filed  with  blood, 

D-awii  f.Mm  La  uaiu  I's  veins. 
-  Audsi.jn«3,rs.  i^lung  -aI  be n.-atii  that  flood 

Los  J  all  th  ir  guilty  status. 

i-^fhe  d-'iog  thief  repic-d  to  se$ 
That  fount  ii  1,  in  his  day  ; 
0  may  I  th^ri. -though  vUe^as^Jie^  ^-^ 
\V>-h  all  my  sins  away,    ii:  fa  a 

J  Tliou  dyiTi^;  L \mb  thy  precious  blood 
.  .  Shall  never  lo-e  its  p--*kver. 
Till  al  t  u'  ransomed  church  pf  Godi 
3  f,  A'^^jjay^J.  to  sin  no  10^3,;  i  ixj 

E'er  sin  e.  by  fjii  h.  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  liovvi»j5  wounds  su  ;ply, 

Redee  niag  love  has  bei'ii  my  theme,: 
AndvsliaU  ba,  ti^l  I  dU.:  <.'.,< 

An  1  when  th's  f  ehle.  fa'tariog, tongue 

LivS  sieiit  i  I  the  orave,         ^    r 
Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  soagi 


Baptism  an  Emblem.  X.J^* 

Do  we  n^t  \  now  that  solemn  word,    ., 
Tiiat  we  sire  burie  1  with  the  Lord  ? 
Bipriz'd  inio  his  death,  and  then 
Put  off  tri e  body  of  our  6in  ?      " '  '  ,^^ '^' 

■  ■  ■  ■■     •■    '    .■    ■  lui..  i:l 
Our  souls  receive  diviner  breath. 
Raided  from  eorruptioa,  guilt  and  deatli, 
t^o  froiu  the  grave  did  Christ  arise, 
And  lives  to  God  above  the  skifen;  yll 

No  more  let  sih  or  Fatan  rvign 
Within  our  mortal  flesh  again  ;-      =53 
The  varicms  lusts  we  servejd  before: 
Shall  ^liayi^  dPiniiiiouTioAit;^  ■Rftlw.jsJ 

Glorying  in  the  Cross.    8s  &  7s. 
In  the  or  ss  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towtrin^  o'er  t^ci  wrtcksi  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  suhlimft;' 

When  th3  woas  of  life  o'ertake  me,,.  ^ 
.    Hopes  dec -dvc,  and  fiars  annoys  i-^ 
Never  shJl  th?/cross  forsake  me;  ; 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beamip^,  ^.,-v 
t.i^hT  artd  love  tipm  my  way.        '^ 

From  the  cross  the  ralianc?  streaming 
Adds  new  lu>tre  to  the  day.      .     ,- 

Bano  and  blessing,  paitt.and  pleasuT^ 
By  th«  cro-8  are  sanciified  ;        ^ 

Peice  is  th  re  that  knnvs  no  measure, 
Joy:s  that  through  all  time  abi4eb>» 

In  the  er^'Sii  of  Ghra.'^t  I  glnry,  ^iti.t  nO 
To^veringo'er  (he  wrecks  of tim«9j? 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story  i^ 

Gathers  round  it&head  subBiae;^ 
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The  Baptism  of  Christ.    S.  M. 

Down  to  the  sacred  wave 

The  L(  rd  of  dm  was  led  ; 
And  be  vs  ho  cauie  our  souIj  to  save 

lu  Jordan  bowed  Lis  head. 

He  taught  the  sol 'mn  way ; 

He  fixed  the  holy  rite. 
He  bade  his  ransomed  ones  obey, 

And  keep  the  path  of  life. 

Blest  Saviour,  wo  will  tread 

In  thy  appointed  way  ; 
Let  glory  o'er  tbes?  sc;  n'^s  be  shed. 

And  smile  on  us  to  day.    *§.  F.  Smith. 


Christian  Profession.    Ps.    Ts.    &   4, 

Gracious  Saviour,  wt-  ad  re  thee; 
I       I'ujCijas  d  b,  thy  pr  ci  >i.s  bl  o:t ; 
j  We  present  ou)-sf  v.  s  before  tit^e, 
Iso.v  to  wall;  ihLi  i.aiiow  road: 

tt.iviour.  guide  us — 
Guide  us  to  our  htavenly  home. 

Th:.u  didst  mark  our  pah  of  duty ; 

Thou  Wiii^t  :aid  lent  ah  the  vave 
Thiu  (iidst  ri>e  in  giori  us  beai  ty 

From  (he  semblance  of  the  grave; 
A. ay  we  t(diow 

In  the  sauie  de  ighiful  way. 


Let  go  The  Anchor.    8s  &  7s. 

"  Land  ahead!" — its  fruits  are  waving, 
On  the  hills  of  fadeless  gre 'U  ; 
And  tlie  living  waters  laving 
Shores  where  heavenly  firms  are  seen. 

Eden's  breezes  o'er  it  sigh. 

Billows  kiss  its  strand  and  die. 

Onward  bark  ! — "  The  cape  I'm  round- 
ing." 

See  the  blessed  wave  their  hands! 

Hear  the  haris  of  God  r<'8ounling 

From  the  bright  immortal  bands, 
Kocks  and  storms  I'll  fear  no  more, 
When  on  ihat  inviting  shore. 

'•Let  the  anchor  go" — I'm  riding 
On  this  calm  and  silvery  b  ly  ; 
Seaward  fast  the  tid'  is" gliding, 
Shores  in  sunlight  str.  tuh  awav. 

Strike  the  colors,  furl  the  sail! 

I  «m  safe  within  the  vail ! 


Son^srf  Ifravpfi.     8s. 

Ye  angels,  who  stand  r  und  'he  throne, 
And  virw  my  Iirmanuel's  face. 

In  rapturous  eongs  mike  him  known; 
0,  tune  your  soft  harps  to  his  piaise. 

Ye  saints,  who  ftand  neaier  than  they. 

And  cast  jour  bright  crowns  at  his 
fe  t. 
His  grace  an  1  his  glrry  dis-p^ay. 

And  all  his  rich  niercy  repeat. 

He  snatched  you  from  h(  11  and  the  grave; 

He  ransomed  from  death  and  de-pair; 
For  you  he  is  mighty  to  save, 

And  faithful  to  bring  yc  u  safe  there. 

0,  when  will  the  inoment  appear, 
When  I  shall  unite  in  ^our  ^ong? 

I'm  weary  of  lint.'eiing  htre: 
For  I  to  your  iSavinur  beiong. 

I'm  fettered  an!  chained  here  in  clay; 

I  struggle  and  ]  ant  to  be  fiee; 
I  l:ng  to  be  soaring  away, 

My  God  and  my  Saviour  to  see. 
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Delay  Not.    lis.  I  Delay  not,  delay  not;  the  hour  is  at 

I  hand ; 

De'ay  not    d.lajnot;  0  sinner,  draw  |      The   tait-i   shall  dissolve,   and   the 
ne.ir;  |  heavens    h*.!  fa. le ; 

The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing:  i  The  deal.  s;iia  1  an  1  great,  in  the  judg- 
lorHice.  rapiit  sL all  stand 

No  prico  is  demanded  :   the  Savionr  is  |      What  he'per,  tlien,  sinner,  shall  lend 


h  re 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation 

is  free. 


Deliy  n"t.  delav  not :  why  lonper  ttbuse 
The  1  've  and  compassion  of  Jesus,  thy 
God? 
A  fountiun  is  opened  ;   how  canst  thou 
refuse 
To  wasli  and  be  cleansed  in  his  par- 
douiiig  blood? 


Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  to  cnme. 
For   mercy    siill   liugerd,  and  calls 
thee  to  day. 
Her  vnice  is  not  heard  in  the  shades  of 
t;je  toiiib; 
Her   message,  unheeded,  will   soon 
pass  away. 


De^aynot,  delay  not;  the  Spirit  of  gra?e. 
Long  gi  ieved  and  resisted,  may  t  ^ke 
his  sa  I  fli;-ht. 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness   to  finish 
thy  r^ce. 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's 
night. 

Sacred  Sottas, 


thee  his  aid? 


Termination  of  the  (  hristian  Warfare, 

8s  &  7s. 
When  we  pp.ss  tbrou;  h  yonder  river, 

When  we  reach  tlie  farther  shore, 
There ';<  an  end  of  war  forever; 

We  shall  yee  our  fo,  s  no  moie: 
All  our  conflicts  then  shall  cease, 
Followed  by  eternal  peace. 

After  warfare,  rest  is  pleasant: 
0,  how  sweet  the  pr.  speot  is! 

Thouah  we  toil  and  strive  at  present, 
L  t  us  not  r.  pine  at  ths : 

Toil,  and  p.tin.  and  conflict,  past, 

Ail  endear  repose  at  last. 

When  we  sain  the  heavenly  regions, 
When  w  e  to  u  ch  the  h  e  a  ve : !  ly  shore— 

Ble.^sed  tliOUJiht!— no  hosti'e  legions 
Can  aUirm  or  trouV)ie  more: 

Far  beyond  the  leach  of  foes. 

We  shall  dwell  in  sweet  repose. 

0,  that  hope !  how  briaht  how  glorious! 

Tis  his  peo  les  blesr  reward  ; 
In  the  Csaviour'.^  stre  'g  h  vice  rious. 

They  at  length  behoid  tLeir  Lord: 
In  hi^  kingd  im  t'ley  shall  re^t, 
In  his  love  be  fully  blest.  Kelly. 
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star  of  Pcacft,    8s  7s  &  4. 

Star  of  pa  e,  tD  wr.n  Um  er-  w-nry, 

Uiighc  t  :e  b.':uiis  tliat  smile  on  me; 
Cheer  tilt'  pil  t  s  vislun  dreary. 
Far,  fa-  at  tea. 

Star  of  hope,  gleam  on  the  bil-ow, 

Blesi  the  fOul  that  sighs  fvTthee; 
Bless  the  sailor's  lonely  pillow, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 

Star  of  faith,  when  winrls  are  mocking 

All  his  toil,  he  flies  to  thee: 
Save  him,  on  the  biJjws  rockiug. 
Far,  fiir  at  sea. 

Star  divinfi.  0  safely  guide  him. 

liriiig  the  wander^'r  home  to  th^e  : 
Sore  temptations  long  have  tried  him, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 

Star  of  hope,  gleam  on  the  hillow, 

B!e-s  the  snul  that  sighs  for  thee: 
Bless  the  sailors'  lonely  pillow, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 


Just  as  Tlion  Art.     8s  &  6s. 

Ju=:t  as  thou  art  — withrtnt  one  trace 
Of  love,  or  joy.  or  inward  ojracc, 
Or  me^^tness  for  the  heavenly  plice, 
O,  guilty  sinner,  come. 

Thy  sins  I  brre  on  Ca'varv's  tree  : 
The  srires  thy  due  wee  liid  on  me,, 
That  peace  anil  pa'vlon  might  he  fiee— 
O  wi  etched  sinner,  come. 

Burdened  with  guilt,  wouLlst  thou  be 

blest?  ^         ^    '  ^  ■■ 

Trust  not  the  world;  iti  gives  no  rest: 
I  bring  relief  to  hearts  opprest^--— '    ^', 
O  weary,  sinaereomdi.-  -^^  "- 


Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cross; 
Coui.t  all  thy  ga  ns  b  .t  emptv  dr^ss: 
My  grace  r.|.a.ss  a  1  car  hi,  lo.-^s — 
O  nee  ly  sin uer,  co.nc. 

(]!ome  hith;?r  1  ring  thy  bodi-ig  feirs, 
'I'liy  ;!chiiig  heart.  ih\  bursting  t  ars: 
'Tis  merjy's  voi.e  salurts  thine  ears; 
0  trembling  sinner,  come. 

"The  Spirit  and  the  bride  say.  Come," 
Rejoicing  saints  re -echo.  Come  : 
Who  faints,  who  thirsts,  wi.o  will  may 
come  : 
Thy  t^aviour  bids  thee  come. 


Heaven    Anticipated.    8s  &  6s. 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest 
To  mourning  ivandcrcrs  given; 
Therfi  is  a  jny  Tor  sou's  dis^res-^ed, 
A  balm  for  ever,-  wounded  breast; 
'Tis  found  alone  in  heaven. 

There  is  a  home  for  wearv  souls;  ''i 
By  bins  ;\n<l  scrrow*!  driven. 

When    tossed    oa^'^it?*'  terapestadus 
^hoals,  ■  <'    <  ■ 

Where  soims  arjs&.  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear — 'tis  heavtn. 

There  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 
The  hor.rt  no  longer  riven, — 

Aod:^view<  the  t^m^es^  p  ssing  by^  ^id 
rSees  evening  shadows  quitkly  fly^.J 
I      And  all  serine  in  heawn. 

;  There  f r  a?rar t  f  owers  i ni n^ ortnjt  bf o64, 
j      And  jovs  supr.^nie  ar^  given;      .., 
rTherdras  divine- disperse  the  gloota; 
Be  on  1  the  dark  and  narrow  tomb 
I   Appears  tke^  dawn  of  heav«tt. 
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♦  'On  the  Cress.' 


lis  &  8s. 


Behold  leholl.  fe  Lat.b  of  Gol— 

Un  'he     ross  ; 
Fur  u^  lie  .-he  i  hi-  precious  blood — 

0.1  th'j  Cross: 
Oh    hear  his  al.  important  crj, 
"Kli.  Lana.  i-abac  huuil'' 
Draw  neai-  and  s§e  j  our  :£aviour  die— 

Oa  the  Croif?. 


Behold  his  arms  extendsd  wide — 

Oa  tlie  CroHs  I 
Bch  dd  his  bleedi  ig  hands  and  ade— 

Ou  the  Or  )-s  ; 
The  su  1  with  lolds  hi--  ravs  of  light. 
The  heave.is  a.e  c  othed  in  shades  cf 

night. 
Whila  Jtsus  do-.u  with  devils  fight — 

On  the  Crois. 

Come,  siniors  s^e  him  lifted  up — 

O'l  thi  Oi:Ss; 
He  drla':s  for  you  the  bitter  cup — 

0.1  the  !!ios3  : 
Th  T)  Icsdore  id.  the  mountains  quake 
AViilo  Je  us  d>vh  atoienient  nsake, 
Whih  Jesu^  sulrs  for  our  bake — 

On  the  Cross. 


And  no^  t'le  mighty  deed  is  done — 

On  the  lJro;-<: 
The  bitt  e's  fur  lit.  the  victory's  won — 

O'l  tlie  Cro  ?; 
To  he  wen  he  t  irncd  his  languid  e^es, 
'Tis  tiais'i  d  u  t-.v.  t 'C  Lonq  e  it  cii.-s, 
Then  bows  bis  sacked  head  and  dies— 

On  the  Cvo69. 


Where'er  I  go,  I'll  tell  the  story— 

Of  the  i  r  s<; 
In  nothi.ii:  ose  my  soul  sball  g'ory — 

tave  tlm  (!io  s  : 
Yen,  tl:i-  my  constaiit  theme  shall  be, 
Through  time  and  in  eternity. 
That  Jtsus  tasted  death  for  me — 

On  the  ltoss. 


Subdued  by  the  Cress     C.  IVI* 

In  evil  long  T  took  delight, 

Unawtd  by  !-h;ime  i-r  ftar, 
Till  a  new  object  struck  my  s-ight, 

Ai;d  tt.pped  my  niid  career. 

I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  a<.'<  Lies  and  bh  od 
He  fixed  his  hmgiiid  eyes  on  me, 

As  near  his  cress  I  .-tood. 

0,  never,  til  my  latest  breath, 

Shal  1  f.rg(t  that  look: 
It  se-mel  toclaige  me  with  his  death, 

Though  net  a  word  h^;  spuke. 

My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  guilt; 

It  iluneed  me  in  d  s|  air: 
I  saw  my  sii;s  his  bh  od  had  spilt, 

And  holj^ed  to  nail  him  ihtre. 

A  se>-nnd  look  he  gave,  which  sail, 

"  I  freelv  all  U  rj,ive  ; 
This  1.1  od  is  f  r  thy  raiisoni  paid; 

1  die  ihat  thou  uay'st  live." 

Thus,  vhi'e  hi<  denth  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  darkest  hu.', 
Such  is  the  m\  stery  of  grace, 

It  seals  my  pardon  too. 
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ThP  ^fission  Ship.     10s, 

"Look  to.vjud  the  soa,"  where  crested 

bi  lo'\s  iise. 
Look  to  tlie   Heavens,  where  ihe  storm- 

spiite  fl'us, 
Above,  belokv  oue  dark  and  thrcat'niiig 

cloud. 
Wraps  tie  rough  ocean,  in  its  gioomy 

bhioud. 
Deep  in   the  midst   the   mission  ship 

app.ar.-5, 
'Spite  of  the  blast,  her  onward  course 

she  steers. 
Guide;]  in  s  ;fery  by  a  power  above, 
She  bea-s  g'ad  tidings  of  a  Saviour's 

love. 
From  earlii'St  days  the  seamen's  skillful 

hand, 
Has  borne  the  Sacred  Book  from  laud 

t>  lai.d, 
Causinf;  tiie  hearts  of  millions  to  reiriee 
In  the   swett  sound  cf  a  Redeemers 

voice. 
Continue,   ever  thus,  brave   grueixus 

hearts, 
To  spread  the  gr.spel  in  remote^^t  parts, 
Light  the  dark  heathen  in  his  cheurlehS 

wav, 
And  teach  the  unbeliever  how  to  pray. 

Universal  Adoration.     8s  &;  7s. 
Hark!   the  noes  of  ange's  singing, 

"  Giory,  ol  r^'  t  >  the  Lamb  '.  " 
All  in  heaven  their  tribut.'  iringi;  g. 

Laisin.;;  hig'n  tue  Saviour's  name. 
Ye  fir  whom  his  life  is  gi^ei, 

Sacred  thtm.'s  to  .\ou  he  ong: 
Come,  a.-sist  the  cuoir  cf  heaven; 

Join  tlie  everlasting  soug. 


FiPerl  with  holy  emulation, 
L' t  us  vie  with  t!.o-e  above: 

Sweet  the  thene —  a  fre-  sanation! 
Frait  ut  everlasiing  Ijve. 

Lnlless  life  in  him  po  ses-ing. 

Le:  us  prai  e  hi.<  peciou-  uame; 
GL>ry    hon:>r,  pj\^er  una  bkssiug, 

lie  forever  to  liie  Lamb. 


Save.  Lord,  or  we  Perish.     12s. 

\Yhen    thro'    the    t'  rn    sail    the   wild 

tem[:e^t  i^  .streauang. 
When  o'er  tlie  dnrk  wave  the  red  light- 

niug  is  i:l  aming, 
Nor  hope   e.ds  a  ruy,  the  poor  seaman 

to  ciieiish. 
We  fly  to  our  loaker, — "Save,  Lord,  or 

we  peiish.-" 

0  Jesus,  once  rocked  on  the  breast  of 

ihf^  billow. 
Aroused  by  tb.e  shriek  of  despair  from 

thy  jiliow, — 
Now    sealed    in    glory,    the    mariner 

cl  e  ish. 
Who  cries  in  his  anguish,  *'Save,Loid, 

or  we  perish," 

And,  0.  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion 
is  raging, 

When  sin  i;.  our  heaits  its  sadwarfiire 
is  w  ging,       • 

Then  srnd  d  )un  thy  grace,  thy  redeem- 
ed t '  chi'rish : 

Rebuke  the  destryer, — ♦'Save,  Lord, 
or  we  peri  li." 
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TOUCHING  AND  BEAUTIFUL  LINES. 

Th?  New  England  Diadem  gives  its  readers 
thi  f  11  wirg  b  aiiif  .1  s.anvia-!,  which  w^Tf 
su-'jxcstcd  by  hearing  r.  adau  t-viract  eta  letter 
fr;>ni  Caiuain  t  liase,  gi\inj<  an  account  of  th .• 
8  c:^ne.-3  a'.ddeaih  of  his  br  ther  in-la".v,  Mr. 
Bro'.vn  Owen,  who  died  on  his  passa  :e  to  Tal.- 
foriiia.  We  ha\  e  bat  seldom  ni'  t  ai.y  thing  so 
painfully  interesting  in  e"  cry  line,  and  it  will 
be  read  with  "  tcary  eyes  "  by  many  who  ha>  e 
lost  brothers,  faJier?,  husbands  or  sons,  upon 
their  way  !>,  or  af  .er  haviug  reached  the  laud 
of  IJoIiand  Graves: — 

Greenville. 
Farowell  Request.    8s  &  7s. 
Closer,  nearer,  brother,  nearer. 

]  (  r  my  limbs  are  growing  co'd, 
An  1  thy  1  rjsence  seemetli  citarcr, 

A\  h  a  lliy  r.nns  around  me  fjld; 
I  am  tlyin  r.  brother,  dyin?, 

.'r'oou  _ve  11  miss  me  in  _\our  b^rtli, 
For  my  form  v.  ill  sion  bclyinjr. 

'iNeath  f-ie  ocjau's  briny  tuif. 

lie  rk^n  tome.  brothT.  hearken, 

I  liavo  smie:hing  I  wnull  tay. 
Ere  t  .e  vJl  my  vi.-ion  darken, 

Aid  I  ro  fron  iiencc  away; 
I  an  g;iin  r.  sur:'!y  going, 

l^nz  my  h'.pe  in  (iod  is  strong, 
I  a-n  wi  ling   b;o  her  knowing 

That  he  doeth  notLiiag  wrong. 

TeU  mv  father  when  you  greet  him, 

That  i  1  deat'.i  I  prayed  for  hi  n, 
Pra-  e  1  than  I  p.>av  one  dav  me  t  him, 

la  a  Avor  d  tluit's  free  fro-}i  sin; 
Toll  my  mother,  (Go  1  as  ist  l:er 

y.o  ■•  t  a:  si  e  is  growimc  ( 1 1,) 
T  r  1  or  1  wouM  g  .d  have  ki  s:"l  her, 

V>'he:i  my  lip>  grew  p  .le  and  cold. 

Listen,  brother,  catch  each  -whi-^per, 
'Tis  my  wife  I'd  speak  of  now 


Tell,  oh  tell  her  how  I  missed  her, 
W  h;  n  tije  fever  burned  mv  brow; 

It  11  her,  brother,  closely  listen, 
L'on't  for  git  a  sin^ile  word. 

That  in  d'i.th  my  e,\es  did  glisten, 
With  the  le.ns  her  memory  stirred. 

Tell  her  she  must  Uss  my  chi'dren, 

Likd  the  kiss  I  last  im]:rcssed. 
HoMthem  as  wh;  n  list  I  leld  them, 

F(  Ided  clo-e'y  t  >  my  treast ; 
Give  thf^m  early  to  tlieir  Ma!;cr, 

I'utting  all  h.'r  t'list  in  God, 
An  1  He  never  wi  1  f.)i  sake  h  r, 

For  He  said  so  ia  His  Word. 

0,  my  chill ren  !    Heaven  b'ess  them! 

They  w  re  a:l  my  life  to  me, 
Woul  I  I  could  onci  more  caress  them, 

Ire  I  sink  beneath  the  set; 
'Twas  for  them  I  crossed  ti.e  ocean, 

Vi'hit  mv  hopes  were  I'll  not  tell. 
But  1  have  gaine  I  an  orphan's  pjrtion, 

Yet  He  doeth  all  thin;;s  well. 

Tell  my  si  t  rs  I  remember 

llviry  kiiid'v  pa- tin i;  word, 
Anl  aiy  heart  h  is  b;e  i  kept  tender. 

By  the  tlioag'.ts  iheirmern'rv  s:irred; 
Tell  th  m  I  near  rjaclie  1  the  haven 

Where  I  souvht  the  "ir.  cioi'.s  dtist," 
But  T  have  raine  I  a  i  ort  calle  1  Heaven, 

Whore  the  gold  will  tev^r  rust. 

L'rge  them  to  secure  rn  entran-e. 

For  I  he  V 'I  I  find  t'ieir  br  tlier  there; 
Tai  h  in  Jes'^s   sind  r  pent;:nce 

V.'i  1  s  v-ure  f  )r  eac'i  a  shar.' — 
Fla  k  I    I  h^  r  mv  i^avi  )ur  sp  aking, 

Tis.  1  kn  )w'  his  v  ic  •  so  v.cU. 
When  I  am  gone,  oh  don't  be  weeping, 

Brother  here's  my  last  farewell. 
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♦<  The  following  i3  from  amorg  the  earliest  of, 
our  poetical  rum.i.i  ceuc  s,  ir-'sn  aud  {^rL-tu  as  j 
it  was  LaJitr..!,  Ki..r  ■  il.ai.  f.  1 1>  y  :ir.,  a^o.  K  i 
i<f  llof  o\aiii;eiic:il  pii.:y,  a.i.l  ilie  |.i)c.ryi.i 
iti*  of  ihat  rioii...l  i  :pir..  su.nug  k.i  .1,  uincii 
has  pa  sf.l  a.my  wi.u  tiio  aa'v^iij  liLur.o  tu^t 
framed  it." 

An  old  IVnuticnl  Hymn.      Gs  &  5s, 

Ye  brave  sons  of  tlie  main. 

Ye  tbat  siil  o'er  the  flood! 
Wliose  sins    big  as  nKuntaias, 

Havi  leaciied  up  to  God! 
Eemember.  the  s'lOrt  voj.iga 

Of  life  poon  will  eiid  : 
Then  come    b:"ot!;er  sailors, 

Aiake  Je>us  vour  fiiend! 
Look  back  on  your  i"e. 

See  your  w.-\ko  nia  ked  with  fin; 
Lo  'k  ahead.  ?ee  what  t  rments 

You'il  soon  founder  in; 
The  had  rocks  of  death 

Will  s  )0u  l;tat  out  your  keel, 
Then  your  ve?sel  and  caigo 

W'i.l  all  sink  to  hell. 
Lay  by  yo".r  old  compass, 

*T\\i  1  ''o  y.)u  no  go  d; 
It  ne'er  wi  1  (iirejt  \ou 

Tiierigh-  way  to  God! 
Ds^M't  the  bl)c!<  colors, 

Come  under  the  led  — 
"Where  Josus  is  (  ap  ain, 

To  c  Ujuest  be  Ud! 
Se-  the  Siand;;r  1  unfurlrd— 

b'te  it  w.ive  tlno:  gli  the  air — 
And  vo  unte 'vs  comi:  g 

Fr  lai  f;r  oiT  and   near. 
N.>A 's  the  tim  \  1  rot'aer  sai'.crs, 

No  lo  ijjrer  deS'y  ; 
Embarc  now  witii  Jesus, 

Good  wages  hell  pay. 


The  bounty  he'll  give  yon 

\\  ];ea  iiiL'  voyaue  you  be^rin  ; 
Hell  purge  your  traus^jr ..esions, 

An. I  cLause  yoa  fr  m  sin, 
Good  uyag!  i.eM  give. 

As  y(  u  sail  on  tl.e  way; 
And  shonly  youM  ancl.op, 

In  h  avous  broad  Lay  ! 
In  tV.e  harbrr  r  f  glory 

For  ever  t.>  ride. 
Free  from  quicksands  and  danger 

And  sin's  lap  a  ti'ie; 
"Waves  of  deati  c?ase  to  roll, 

And  the  tempest  to  r  ar. 
And  the  h)arsj  breath  of  Uoreas 

Dismast  }ou  no  nioie  ! 
Your  st^rm  b;  aten  garments 

No  lonfrer  j'ou'il  wi  ar. 
But  in  rob  s  of  brij:ht  glory 

\\  ith  Josu.s  appear: 
A  cr  )\vn  on  \oui-  head. 

That  would  d  izzle  the  sun  ; 
And  f;  oni  glory  t j  glory 

Et.raally  run. 

Babitnnl  Dcvctirn.     C.  M. 

Wliile  th:e  I  feck,  projecting  Power, 

Te  iry  vain  vish  s  stiilid; 
And  may  this  co:  se  r  i^cd  h  ur 

With  b.t;ir  liopes  bj  hi  el. 
Thy  love  the  p  iv.cr  c f  thoug'.it  bcstow'd; 

To  ti  e  >  m.'    h  u  h  ■<  avuuM  soc.r; 
Thy  1!  ec/  o'er  in/  iixo  has  fa)wed; 

'i  hat  n:erc/  1  ;  dore. 
In  '  a'-h  eve  st  of  life  h  w  clear 

'sh.-  Y-.Wrxh  nd  Isoe! 
Each  bicssin;.^  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

liecauoe  conferred  by  thee. 
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In  every  joy  that  cro'^vns  my  days, 

ill  tver.v  j.aiu  I  bear. 
My  he  .rt  sh  ill  find  uc  igUt  in  prai-e, 

Or  .--cek  re  ief  ia  pva^tr. 

When  g'adness  wing<  mv  favrrod  hour, 
'I'hy  love  my  tbi.ugl.ts  s.all  fili  ; 

Resigned  when  storms  of  srrrow  lower, 
A^y  soul  shall  nijet  thy  will. 

My  Hfed  eve.  without  a  tear, 
The  gj  thevin<r  st  rm  shiU  see; 

My  steadfast  hear'  shall  kn^w  no  fear ; 
Ihat  h.-art  shi;.ll  rest,  on  thee. 


Christ's  Ilumilinlicn  and  Triumph. 
II.  M. 

Come,  ye  who  love*  the  L-rd, 

And  fed  his  qui -UeiiiLg  power, 
Unite,  with  o::e  accord. 
Ilis  g' 0  Ine  s  to  a  love: 
To  heave  I  and  e:irtli  a  ou  1  pr-iclr.im 
Your  grci;t  Redeemer's  glorious  name. 

He  left  Lis  thrme  above, 

Eis  gory  l«id  aside, 
Can;e  do\vn  on  -wings  of  love, 
A::d  wept  and  bed  aiid  (.i.'d; 
The  p'.ngs  he  bore  wha!:  torguc  can  tell. 
To  save  our  sou's  from  death  au J  hell? 


He  1  U'  st  Ihe  g-avo  :  he  roso 
Vic  ()',  ious  f.vjni  the  d  ad  ; 
And  t  one;  hi-s  van(,ush  d  fjos 
In  gl  rii,U3  triLim  ,h  l.d: 
Up  throu  h  iho  heavens  the  Ccn^^ucror 

rode. 
Triumphant,  to  the  throne  of  God. 


Soon  he  again  "will  com© — 

His  cha:i  t  wiii  n  t  stay- 
To  take  his  chdirtn  home  — 
To  r.^rdms  o.^  endl-s-;  day: 
There  sl;al  we  s  e  him  face  to  face. 
And  sing  thj  iriuuipLs  of  hU  grace. 


Ccrouatlcn  cf  the  King  c£  Kinss. 

8s,   7s  &  4s. 

Look  ye  saints  ;  tho  sight  is  glorious; 

StrO  t!ie  Man  of  soirows  now  ; 
From  ti.e  figiit  ve-urned  victoiious, 

Every  kuee  to  hi;n  shall  1  o\v: 
(rjwn  hi  a.  crown  hi  n  ; 

Crowns  Lecume  the  Victor's  brow. 


Crown  the  ^aviour,  angels  crown  him; 

l.ich  ihe  tropl.ies  Jesus  b'ii.gs  ; 
In  thj  Stat  of  powfr  ei.thr  n:;  liim, 

^Vl.ile  the  !;eavcnly  concave  riugs: 
C  i  o  u  n  hi  m ,  c  ro  w  n  him: 

Crown th.'  Lavi.ur  King  of  tings. 


Cinne"S  in  derision  c'owr.c  1  him, 
?=.ocld.  g  thus  tl,e  Saviour's  cijiim  ; 

Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Lim, 
Owa  1  is  tit.c,  pra'sj  his  name: 

Crown  ]  iin    cr  iwn  Liin  ; 
Tpread  i.broiid  the  Victor's  fama. 

ITar'^ !  lho<~c  bu"s's  of  acclimation  ! 

li.r.k!  ih  s  !  iiu  s  t.iu;u]jh.uit  chords! 
Jes^s  tiil-:es  the  l.igus   ht.tion; 
0,  what,  joy  the  ^igl.t  aflord.i ! 

Crown  him,  crown  him. 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 
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A  Plea  for  the  Sailor.  H.  M. 

Tune,  Lenox, 

A  crv  filh  nil  the  air  ! 

Chri.^tian!  it  culls  on  thee! 

llilp  for  the  mariner 

AVhoS3  liome  is  on  the  S'^a! 
Ye  rich  I   ye  poor  I   it  cri  s  t)  you! 
Salvation  for  the  Sailor  too ! 

He  hath  a  noble  h-^art — 

Free  as  the  nioun  aiu  wave; 

But  o!i  I  your  i<.i  1  impart' 

Tie  hath  a  ?oul  to  save! 
In  all  you  give  will  God  flelivrht. 
The  rich  man's  gold — the  widow's  laite. 


TVhen  nars  the  stormy  Vast, 
And  billows  mount  on  high, 
"When,  from  the  rocking  mast 
Tlie  vards  and  canviss  flv — 
Though  hope  depart,  i  f  God  be  there. 
The  tailor's  Leart  shall  fvjel  n:>  feur, 


"While  we.  s-^cure  f -ora  harm, 
Cn  downy  pillows  sli^rp, 
The  Sailor  leels  th  •  st  rm — 
Tv>ss''l  on  the  raping  dep: 
ITls  home  the  set — the  waveheTid-'S — 
His  heur-  still  brave— whatc'er  betides. 

Ye  dwoller^  on  tho  land, 
l),'nea:'li  >onr  p  ac  t'al  shade, 
Stretch  f  ))'rh  t'lo  wi  ling  hanJ, 
And  •  ivc  t  e  S  liVr  ;)iil: 
Joyful  to  learn  the  wav  to  heaven. 
He  will  not  spurn  the  blessing  given. 


And  when  rclitrion's  vdee 
Is  hear'!  o'er  a  !  t  e  sea, 
Thi  n  i>ha  1  h  avt-n  r  j(  ice, 
A  lid  »>::r  h  k  op  jubiive! 
Wh^n  land  and  soa.  in  loul  accord, 
Shout  hallelu'ahs  to  thj  Lord  ! 


All  Hands  Ahoy  I     S.  M. 

The  wiclrcd  labor  much 

Denath  corruption's  weight: 
Yer,  sti  I  at  every  port  t'ley  t)uch, 
They  swell  their  guilty  frviigUt. 

By  wind?  and  waves  pur-ued. 
They  gman  bi  n.aih  their  woes ; 

And  yet.  in  every  laiirulc, 
The  crim'nal  cargo  grows. 

As  thus  their  sins  enlarge, 
Convicti)n  Fwe.li  t"ie  1  al, 

Until  ih-\v  g'ally  voul  1  discharg3 
Their  lading  ovtrboard. 

But  thonirh  th-^y  hav?  the  will. 

And  lab  r  to  bo  b  est, 
They  la  k  t!  c  pri^-i  us  power  still 

To  graip  the  promised  rest. 

But  Jpsu''  pees  their  rricf. 

And  t^mil  's.  a:id  1  ids  them  come; 
The  GoFpd  sails  to  th  ir  rjiief, 

And  tows  the  cxiks  home. 

II3  pi'ios  th^ir  comrlaints, 
A  id  takes  them  h  in:c  to  rest ; 

And  makes  hi  <  wea'.her-bcaiea  saint 
"With  him  forcYcr  blest. 


OCEAN     MELODIES. 


161 


The  following  Hymns  are  respectfully  dedi- 
cated to  Kev.  William  Jenks,  D.  D.,  by  I'hin- 
tus  S  owe.  These  hymns  were  sung  at  the 
Bapii>t  Bethel,  the  Sabbath  Dr.  Jeiik  officiat 
e<l,  and  related  some  thrilling  incidents  of  his 
early  efforts  to  &ave  the  mariner. 

8s    &  7s.      Tune,  Oreenville. 
Author  of  the  mighty  ocean, 

We  our  voices  now  would  blend 
In  a  song  Avith  true  devotion, 

Praise  Thee !    for  th'  sailor's  friend. 
AY  hen  no  Bethel  flag  was  waving, 

And  for  seamen  few  could  weep, 
Then  a  man  of  God's  anointing 

Kous'd  the  church  from  her  long  sleep. 
?oou  that  Star  of  glory  shining. 

Sheds  its  splendors  o'er  the  deep  ; 
And  the  prodigals  returning, 

Jesus  folds  them  as  his  sheep. 
Joyfully  the  news  is  spreading, 

(reamen  bow  before  the  Lord ; 
And  the  heart  of  Zion  gladdening, 
Sailors  herald  the  blest  word. 
Kow  a  bow  of  heavenly  radiance, 

l-^pans  the  Sailor's  pathless  way ; 
And  a  moral  joyful  cadence, 

Cheer.s  his  soul  from  day  to  day. 

Seamen  love  thee  for  thy  kindness ; 

lu  their  hearts  thy  name's  enshrin'd; 
Thou  hast  toil'd  to  cure  their  blindness, 

That  they  might  behold  their  Friend. 
"\Vat(  hman,  tell  us  of  the  morning, 

V.h;  n  beneath  that  stately  dome,** 
You  p'oclaimoil  in  language  glowing, 

Fiee  salvation  —  and  sweet  home, 
MciSt  who  heard  thy  voice  melodio\ia 

VVoiing  sailors  to  the  Lord, 
Rest  from  toil,  and  are  victorious, 

Through  the  Lamb's  atoning  blood. 


May  this  be  a  blessed  hour ; 

Let  each  heart  rejoice  to  hear. 
What  a  glorious  ark  and  tower, 

Now  for  mariners  appear. 

Saviour!  hasten  that  prediction, 
i      When  the  men  who  plough  the  sea, 
i  All  rejoice  in  thy  salvation, 

Saved  by  grace  lestowed  by  Thee. 

*  Dr.  .fenks  nearly  forty  years  ago,  was  the 
first  clergvman  who  preached  the  gospel  to  sea  ■ 
men  in  the  city  of  Boston.  Miss  Mary  "Webb, 
a  beloved  member  of  Dr.  Baldwiu's  Church, 
made  the  first  Bethel  Flag  for  Dr.  Jenks,  ;iik1 
it  Avas  unfrrled  by  him  on  the.dome  of  Central 
Wharf;  ai  d  many  sailors  assembled  bentalh 
its  folds  to  listen  to  the  "  glorious  gospel  of  the 
blessed  God." 


L.  M.    Tune,  Effingham. 
Spirit  of  love  and  light  descend: 

Seal  on  each  heart  truth  so  divine  ; 
Gird  us  with  armour  to  defend 

Thy  word,  and  in  its  precepts  shine. 

The  Bread  of  Life,  we  cast  abroad. 
Around  the  globe  it  wings  its  way ; 

A  voice  o'er  o  can's  sound  is  heard, 
Teaching  the  sailor  how  to  pray. 

Long  have  you  stood  on  Zion's  hill, 
A  champion  for  the  truth  of  God ; 

Thy  works  and  labors  kng  shall  thrill. 
All  who  admire  the  precious  Word. 

When  Gabr'l's  trump  shall  wake  the  dead. 
And  sound  o'er  land  and  f^pjirkling  sea, 
A  band  will  rise  from  Ocean's  bed, 
To  deck  thy  crown  eternally. 

0,  may  we  share  with  you  that  home, 
Where  all  the  weary  soldiers  rest; 

When  victors  shall  possess  a  crown 
Purchaa'd  b^  Chvist--the  ever  blest, 
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The  following  hymn  dedicated  to  the  crew  of 
the  United  States  Steamer  Merrimac  on  her 
leaving  Charlestown  Navy  Yard,  is  respect- 
fully inscribed  to  all  brave  men  on  leaving 
port  in  the  iSavy  and  Merchant  s-.rvices. 

Dedicated  to  the  Outward  Bound  ol  all 
Nations. 

By  Phineas  Stowe. 
8s.  &  7s.     Tune,  Bounding  Billows. 

Saviour,  o'er  the  restless  ocean 
May  the  gospel  banner  wave, 

Airi  beneath  its  folds  of  beauty 
Cheer  th«  sailor — guide  the  ^rave. 

He  bebolds  thy  works  and  -wonders, 
While  up  in  the  foaming  deep, 

And  amid  its  will  commotion, 
Safely,  Lord,  the  ISailor  keep. 

Hasten,  Lord,  that  joyous  epoch, 

When  each  ship  that  plows  the  main, 

Shall  have  those  who  love  the  Savior, 
And  his  matchless  grace  proclaim. 

Great  Redeemer,  save  the  brave  men 
From  the  inebriate's  gloomy  path, 

Never  let  the  cup  of  ruin. 

Cloud  the  mind  and  fill  with  wrath. 

Noble  men,  a  prosperous  voyage  : 
Heavenly  breezes  fill  each  sail, 

Let  no  angry  passions  harm  you — 
Love  divine  o'er  wrath  prevail. 

Shun  the  whirlpool  of  intemperance, 
Keep  the  Pledge  by  prayer  and  love. 

Read  the  sacred  Word  with  rapture,'-' 
Message  from  the  realms  above. 

While  upon  the  sparkling  ocean. 
Loved  ones,  oft  f  )r  you  will  pray, 

That  around  your  path  of  danger, 
Bethlehem's  star  may  cheer  your  way. 


0,  be  faithful  to  each  other. 
Let  the  star  of  hope  and  love, 

Shine  upon  you,  and  enkindle 
Peace  and  rapture  from  above. 

O'er  the  sea  in  climes  of  darkness.f 
Care  for  the  immortal  soul. 

Dread  the  waves  of  endless  sorrow, 
That  will  o'er  the  ruined  roll. 

Win  some  priceless  soul  to  Jesus, 
Warn  the  Avicked  of  his  doom, 

Tell  him  of  cele-ti-il  gory, — 
He  may  wear  a  victor's  crown. 

May  you  shine  as  stars  of  splendor. 

In  the  :~'aviour's  diadem, 
With  a  blood-washed  band  of  seamen. 

Who  were  not  "  a&hamed  of  Him." 

On  love's  mission  you  arc  going, | 
To  the  suffering  o'er  the  deep, 

May  auspicious  winds  safe  waft  you, 
Where  the  brave  men  sigh  and  weep. 

For  your  safety  humble  suppliants, 
Will  address  the  Throne  of  Grace, 

That  your  pathway  o'er  the  ocean. 
Be  a  speedy,  brilliant  race. 

Fare-thee-well,  shall  be  our  prayer, 
We  on  earth  may  meet  no  more ; 

But  we'll  hope  to  dwell  together. 
On  that  calm  and  heavenly  shore. 

*  Sf  amen  on  board  the  United  States  Steam- 
ship  Merrimac  and  other  Guvernmjnt  Ships 
receive  a  Testament  as  a  memento  of  their 
Temperance  l^ledge. 

t  The  Sailor  is  the  World's  Missionary,  for 
or  agaiust  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

"  One  sinner  destr^jyeth  much  good.— Biblb. 

tlhe  United  States  Friiiate  Merrimac  was 
sent  on  her  first  cruise  to  relieve  ships  that 
V,  er3  in  a  perilous  condition  in  the  winter  of 
ISiHJ. 
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Cast  into  the  Sea.     S.  M. 

Deep  in  the  watery  world, 

A  poor  impri-soned  saint, 
Beneath  the  earth's  foundations  hurled, 

Poured  out  his  sad  complaint. 

"  Thou,  Lord   hast  cast  my  soul 
Baneath  the  briuy  wave. — 

AH,  all  thv  heavy  billows  roll, 
High  o'er  my  living  grave. 

Earth's  pond'rous  pillars  spread 
Ihcir  flinty  bars  around, — 

And  sea-weeds  rumble  o'er  my  head, 
Where  plummets  never  sound. 

Yet,  here,  0,  Lord  !    I  will 
Beneath  the  mouutains  lay, 

And  tliink  upon  thy  temple  still, 
And  at  thy  altar  pray/' 

The  Lord  puts  forth  his  hand. 
And  shakes  the  foaming  main  ; 

He  drags  the  monster  to  the  strand, 
And  Jonah  breathes  again. 

Just  so  dii  Christ  explore 

The  secret  halls  of  hell, 
And  drafted  the  tremendous  shore 

Of  Death's  remotest  cell. 

He  measured  every  wave  ; 

He  fathomed  every  part ; 
And.  rising  conqueror  o'er  the  grave, 

He  gave  his  Church  the  chart. 

And  we  are  sinking  fast. 

"Where  Jesus  sunk  before; 
But  Gabriel's  resurrection  blast, 

Will  roll  us  all  to  shore. 


Trusting  in  God.     L.  M. 

"We  trust  forever  more, 
0,  Jesus  Christ,  in  thee  ; 

The  God  ^^ho  saves  upon  the  shore 
Is  mighty  on  the  sea. 

By  thy  unerring  chart 
We'll  navigate  our  way  ; 

We  will  not  from  our  course  depart. 
Or  conscience  cast  away. 

Thy  fair,  celestial  light 

Will  cheer  us  through  the  day  ; 
We'll  keep  a  bright  look  out  at  night. 

Nor  cease  to  watch  and  pray. 

While    drawn  with  cords  of  love, 
We'll  near  the  port  divine, 

Till,  anchored  with  the  fleet  above 
We'll  swell  the  royal  line. 

Hell  Bound      C.  M. 

When  will  rebellious  seamen  cease 

To  figiit  against  their  God. 
And  sue  for  pardon,  grace,  and  peace, 

Through  the  atoning  blood  / 

Strike,  sailor,  strike!   no  longer  dare 

That  anger  to  unfold. 
Whose  soitesi  touch  would  sink  you  far 

In  hell's  unfathomed  hold. 

No  longer  sail  m  hell's  employ. 
Nor  'gainst  the  Gospel  rave: 

Your  God,  though  njighty  to  destroy. 
Is  POWERFUL  to  save, — 

And  when  he  hears  the  suppliant's  cries, 
He  '11  bid  the  warfare  cease — 

He  '11  send  salvation  from  the  skies, 
And  give  the* mourner  peace. 


164 


OCEAN   MELODIES. 


The  Beautiful  Land  and  its  Grim  Sentry. 

Tune,  Watcheh.    Ts.  k  6s. 

There  is  a  land  immortal — 

The  beautiful  of  lands  ; 
Beside  its  aacient  portal 

A  sentry  grimly  stands : 
He  only  can  undo  it, 

And  open  wide  the  door; 
And  mortals  who  pass  through  it 

Are  mortals  never  more. 


That  glorious  land  is  Heaven, 

And  Death  the  sentry  grim  ; 
The  Lord  thereof  has  given 

The  opening  keys  to  him  : 
And  ransom 'd  spirits  s-ghing 

And  sorrowful  for  sin, 
Pass  through  the  gate  in  dying, 

And  freely  enter  in. 

Tho'  dark  and  drear  the  passage, 

That  leadeth  to  the  gate, 
Yet  grace  attends  the  message 

To  souls  that  watch  and  wait. 
And  at  the  time  appointed, 

A  messenger  comes  down. 
And  guides  the  Lords  anriointed 

From  cross  to  glory's  crown. 

Their  sighs  are  Io>t  in  singing. 

They're  blessed  in  their  t  ars  ; 
Their  journey  heavenward  winging. 

They  leave  on  earth  tlieir  fears, 
Deathlike  an  angel  seeming, 

"  We  welcome  thee  !"    they  cry  ; 
Their  face  with  glory  g'caming, 

'Tis  life  for  them  to  die. 


Soul  wreck.    1..  M. 

Deceitful  is  the  breeze, 

And  placid  is  the  swell; 
Strong  is  the  current,  smooth  the  seas, 

That  lead  to  death  and  hell. 

We  need  not  crowd  our  sail, 

Nor  labor  to  go  wrong ; 
The  wind  and  current  will  not  fail 

To  drive  our  barks  along. 

But  when  we  shape  our  course 
For  heaven's. delightful  shores, 

We  then  begin  to  feel  the  force. 
Of  wind  and  water  foes. 

Our  nature's  rapid  s-eara 
Augments  its  mighty  force, 

While  all  the  powers  of  darkness  seem 
To  stretch  athwart  our  course. 

Our  stormy  passions  blow  ; 

Our  fairest  prospects  frown  ; 
While  winds  aloft  and  waves  below 

Conspire  to  bear  us  down. 

But  we  who  do  oppose 

The  tempest  and  the  tide, 
At  last  shall  weather  all  our  foes. 

And  every  gale  outride. 

We'll  soon  the  current  leave, 

And  softer  breezes  find ; 
We'll  all  our  stud-sail  hrdyards  reeve, 

And  scud  before  the  wiud. 

The  service  of  the  Lord 

Will  then  be  our  delight, 
While  Christ  himself  will  come  on  board, 

And  Canaan  heave  in  sight. 
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The  Claims  of  Seamen.    S.  M. 

Written  for  the  Ladies'  Fair,  Exeter,  N.  H. 
by  Mrs.  Sigourney. 

They  roam  where  danger  dwells, 

Where  blasts  impes;uous  sweep. 
Where  sleep  the  dead  in  watery  cells, 

Beneath  the  faithless  deep, 
Where  tempest  threaten  loud, 

To  whelm  the  shipwreck'd  form, 
Show  them  a  sky  that  hath  no  cloud, 

A  port  above  the  storm. 

Beyoad  the  Sabbath-bell, 

i3e}ond  the  House  of  Prayer, — 
Where  deafaning  surges  madly  swell, 

Their  trackless  course  they  dare, 
Give  them  the  Book  Divine, 

Heaven's  chart  so  full  and  free, 
That  beacon  'mid  the  foaming  brine 

That  pole-star  o'er  the  sea. 

Where  Satan  holds  his  court, 

"Where  fierce  temptations  reign, 
From  pole  to  tropic  they  resort^- 

Amid  the  lawless  train : 
Wake!  —  Chrisiian  bounty,  wake 

To  their  forgotten  claim, 
And  for  the  blest  Redeemer's  sake, 

Instruct  them  in  his  name. 

Christ  our  Sheet  Anchor.     C.  M. 

Jesus,  our  Anchor  firm,  abides 

Within  the  heavenly  vail ; 
At  which  Creation  safely  rides  ; 

While  Time  exhausts  its  gale. 

Though  angry  devils  rage  and  roar, 
With  tempests  loud  and  dark; 

Yet  Christ,  our  pilot,  will  secure 
The  weather  beaten  bark. 


And  as  the  tide  of  time  shall  swell, 

Death  with  his  active  crew, 
Will  man  the  rattling  windlass  well, 

And  heave  us  safely  through. 

Yes,  thro'  the  pearly  gates  we'll  pass  : 

Escape  these  lower  gales, 
And,  on  the  eternal  sea  of  glass, 

Spread  our  immortal  sails ! 

Paul's  Faith  on  the  Sea.     L.  M. 

While  o'er  the  Adriatic  main 
The  fierce  levanter  wildly  raved, 

And  sailor  saw  their  labor  vain. 
And  lost  all  hope  of  being  saved — 

While  Paul  oppress'd  with  anxious  care, 
Bewailed,  as  lost,  the  wretched  crew, 

And  was  inclined  himself  to  fear 
The  ruthless   gale  that  round  him 
blew — 

A  lovely  angel  came  to  cheer 

And  calm  the  pilgrim's   drooping 
mind; 

He  bade  the  captive  saint  not  fear  ; 
For  God  himself  was  in  the  wind. 

' '  Fear  not ;    the  Maker  of  the  seas 

Will  bear  this  wretched  crew  to  land: 
And  God  unchangeably  decrees 
That  thou  at  Caesar's  bar  must  stand*'*' 

And  can  a  feeble  prisoner's  prayers 
Arrest  the  angry  arm  of  Heaven, 

And  draw  salvation  from  the  skies, 
When  hope  from  ev'ry  breast  is  riven  ? 

The  crew  with  wild  amazement  stared, 
And  owned  Jehovah's  unseen  hand; 

While  Paul,  in  irons,  guards  his  guard, 
And  leads  his  pilot  safe  to  land. 
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Christ  the  Soul  Anchor.    L.  M. 

The  Christian  sailor  foars  no  ill, 
Tho'  calms  befall,  or  storms  assdl; 

His  deathless  hope  is  grounded  still 
In  Christ  the  anchor  in  the  vail. 

When  seas  are  smooth  and  skies  serene, 
And  prosperous  brtezes  fid  his  sail, 

He  trusts  not  the  deceitful  scene  ; 
His  hope  is  cast  within  the  vail. 

And  when  disastrous  clouds  arise, 
And  earthly  prospects  sink  or  fail, 

He  plants  his  treasure  in  the  skies, 
And  hugs  the  Anchor  of  the  vail. 

And  when  th'  gulf-stream  heaves  in  view 
And  strikes  the  guiity  sinner  pale, 

He  boldly  shoots  the  current  through. 
To  reach  his  moorings  in  the  vail. 

When  nature  heaves  her  final  blast. 
The  pilgrim's  courage  will  not  fail ; 

He'il  hold  the  sov'rQign  promise  fast, 
Of  Christ— the  Anohor  in  the  vail. 

For  well  the  Christian  sailor  knows 
That  hell  can  never  spring  a  gale, 

Which  could,  with  his  united  foes, 
Remove  the  Anchor  of  the  vail. 


Sea  Fight.    C.  M. 

Blest  is  the  man  who  never  faints 

In  Virue's  holy  cause  ; 
Strong  in  the  rightecusness  of  saints, 

He  Jjceps  his  Maker's  laws. 

He  never  tires  in  doing  well, 

He  can  not  cease  to  love  : 
But  restless  as  the  ocean's  swell, 

His  active  virtues  move. 


Salt  of  the  earth,  he  will  retain 
The  saving  power  of  grace; 

And  liive  the  va;t  salubrious  main, 
Prusei  ve  our  tainted  race. 

Ilis  peace  and  rigl-teousness  abound — 

His  river,  and  his  sea — 
Till  swallowed  in  the  great  profound 

Of  blest  etc-rnity. 


Trust  in  Jesus.    7s. 

Saviour,  blessed  should  I  be, 
Could  I  always  trust  in  thee; 
Trust  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide, 
Trust  thy  g  :)odness  to  provide. 


Trust  thy  saving  love  and  power, 
Trust  thee  every  day  and  hour  ; 
Trust  thee  as  the  only  light 
In  ihe  darkest  hour  of  night. 

Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health, 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth  ; 
Trust  in  joy  and  trust  in  grief. 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief. 

Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul, 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  whole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying  too. 
Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through; 

Trust  thee,  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crystal  sea; 
Trust  thee,  ever  blessed  Lamb, 
Till  I  wear  the  victor's  palm. 
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The  Dying  Christian  to  his  Soul.   P.  M. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Quit,  0,  quit  this  mortal  frame: 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
0,  the  pain,  the  bliss,  of  dying! 
Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

Hark!— they  whisper;  angels  say, 
"Sister  spirit,  come  away:" 
What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite? — 
Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 
Drowiis  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  ? — 
Tell  me,  my  soul, can  this  be  death? 

The  world  recedes ;    it  disappears  ; 
Heaven  open  on  my  eyes  ;    my  ears 
■\Mth  sounds  seraphic  ring: 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly ! 
"  0  Grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 
0  Death,  where  is  thy  sting?'' 


Christ's  Love.    S.  M. 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love! 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

When  we  are  called  to  part. 

It  gives  us  mutual  pain ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 

This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 


From  sorrow,  toil,  and  paia, 
From  sin,  we  shall  be  free  ; 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 


The  Gospel  Ship.    Ss.  &  7s. 

The  gospel  ship  along  is  sailing, 

Bound  for  Canaan's  peaceful  shore. 
All  who  wish  to  sail  to  glory, 

Come  with  us,  both  rich  and  poor. 
Glory,  glory,  hallelujah, 
All  our  sailors  loudly  cry, — 
See  the  blissful  port  of  glory. 
Open  to  each  faithful  eye. 

Her  sails   are  filled  with  heavenly 
breezes, — 
Swiftly  wafts  the  ship  along  ; 
All  her  sailors  are  rejoicing, — 
Glory  bursts  from  every  tongue. 
Glory,  glory,  &c. 

Waft  along  this  noble  vessel, 
All  ye  gales  of  gospel  grace ; 

Carrying  every  faithful  sailor. 
To  his  heavenly  resting-place. 
Glory,  glory,  &c. 

Come,  poor  sailors  get  converted, 

Sail  with  us  o'er  life's  rough  sea,— ■ 
Then  with  us  you  shall  be  happy, 
Happy  in  eternity. 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah, 
All  our  sailors  loudly  cry, — 
See  the  blissful  port  of  glory, 
Open  to  each  faithful  eye. 
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The  Ocean  Tomb.    7s. 

Dedicated  to  the  Sailor     by  Miss  M.  Ball. 
Tune,  PhyeVs  Hymn. 

Where  are  those  we  lately  knew  ? 

They  the  strong,  the  brave,  the  true? 
Where  are  they?  hoarse  waves  reply, 

They  loith  us  now  deeply  lie  1 

Whispering  faith,  in  tones  of  love, 
Tells  of  realms  of  joy  above  ; 

As  we  stand  around  their  bier, 
As  we  drop  the  silent  tear. 

Weep  we  for  the  shipmates  gone  ? 

Weep  We  for  the  friends  who  mourn? 
He  who  wept  at  Lazarus'  tomb, 

He  shall  dissipate  the  gloom. 


Hear  His  voice, — "  I  live ;    and  they 
Who  my  words  of  love  obey, 

Shall  to  endless  life  arise  " — 
Glorious  life,  beyond  the  skies! 

Lord,  when  ocean  yields  her  trust, 
And  the  earth  her  sacred  dust, 

Grant  that  we,  and  those  we  love, 
May  with  Thee  ascend  above. 


Perfect  Peace.     C.  M. 

Out  on  the  crested  surge  I  rode, 

When  mighty  seas  arose, 
And  challenged  with  their  thunder-cry 

The  stormy  winds  as  foes  ; 


Then   barks  were  wrecked,  and  men 

went  down 
Bneath  the  billowy  brine  ; 
But  in  tlirit  tempest  of  despair, 
The  sunbeam  still  was  mine. 

The  trust  in  God  —  VW  hold  it  fast, 

In  p  ril  and  in  pain, 
Until  that  glorious  8uu  arise 

That  ne'er  shall  set  again. 

And  when,  by  death's  ginm  phantom  led, 

I  tread  the  shadowy  vale, 
Still  may  tha,t  perfect  peace  he  min?. 

Though  flesh  and  heart  shou.d  fail. 


L-ife  a  Vapor,  yet  £ndless.    C.  JVI. 

An  English  Iranslation  of  a  Cainese  Hymn. 
By  Rev.  Mr.  Shuck. 

Like  sunlight  playing  oa  the  hills, 

Or  dew  drops  on  the  grass. 
Or  stars  that  twinkle  in  the  sky. 

So  short  —  man's  pleasures  last. 

Like  dreams  which  in  the  night  we  see, 

Like  meteors'  rapid  flight, 
To  day  pursues  to-morrow's  dawn, 

So  quickly  passes  life. 

The  Gospel  has  full  real  joy, 
Lights  up  man's  dark  d'str;'ss. 

While  Jesus,  glorious  Prince  of  l^eace! 
Points  out  the  way  of  bliss. 

No  night,  no  end  to  Heaven's  day, 
Ceaseless,  life's  river  flows  ; 

And  all  who  turn  —  believe  in  Christ, 
Have  endless  life's  repose. 
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Christ  the  Refuge.     C.  !VI. 

Come,  Sailor,  fly  to  Jesus,  fly 
For  refuge  from  the  storms  ; 

His  ears  ure  open  to  your  cry. 
He  has  ti-n  thousand  cliarms 

His  winning;  voice  now  bids  you  come 

And  t.iste  celestial  love  ; 
In  his  hright  home  there  yet  is  room, 

And  joys  for  you  above. 

Come  with  your  lend  of  sin,  and  call 

Upon  bis  precious  name  ; 
Before  him  humbly,  meekly  fall, 

With  all  your  guilt  and  shame. 

He  will  your  deathless  soul  set  free 

From  bondage  unto  sin  ; 
You,  by  his  cleansing  blood,  may  be 
A  saint,  and  glory  ^n. 

'    S. 

Prayer  for  Mariners. 

L.  M.  [p.  B.] 

Great  Go  1 !  may  seamen  brightly  shine 
Like  bril  i mt  stars  in  every  clime, 
That  natiosis  rapt  in  darkest  night. 
May  see  them  shed  a  radiant  light. 

Help  them  to  be  like  Noah's  Dove, 
Bearing  the  olive  branch  of  love 
O'er  the  b  u e  deep  where  e'er  they  go. 
To  banish  pagan  guilt  and  woe. 

IMay  Bethlehem's  never  varying  star, 
Transfix  their  souls  wherever  they  are  ; 
In  danger's  hour  help  them  to  say, 
The  star  of  hope  shines  on  my  way. 

Oh,  speed  that  bright,  auspicious  day. 
When  all  who  plough  the  boiS' erous  way 
Shall  be  converted  tv)  the  Lord, 
And  spyak  the  pardon  bought  with  blood. 


Praise  God  for  his  Goodness. 
L.  M. 

0  let  each  soul  now  praise  the  Lord 
And  sound  his  gloriuus  name  abroad; 
Come,  magnify  his  precious  name, 
Who  is  from  year  to  year  the  same. 

0  praise  the  mighty  God  of  love. 
Who  gives  us  blessings  from  above, 
Inspires  our  souls  with  holy  fear 
And  crowns  with  goodness  every  year. 

Boll  seamen,  praise  this  gracious  God, 
Hiswonderous  works  proclaim  abroad; 
Where  e'er  you  rove,  let  praise  be  given 
To  him  who  guides  our  souls  to  heaven. 

Begin  this  hour  to  speak  his  praise. 
And  may  the  remnant  of  your  days, 
Be  all  dovotcd,  Lord,  to  thee, 
At  home,  abroad,  on  land  or  sea. 

S. 

Sinner's  Joys  Fleeting, 
Earthly  pleasures  what  are  they? 
Like  a  flashing  meteor's  ray  ; 
Quickly  earthly  joys  depart, 
Leaving  bruised  the  burdened  heart. 

Conscience  often  speaks  with  power, 
In  the  mirthful,  sinful  hour  ; 
Calls  to  mind  the  solemn  vows, 
Bi'oken  by  the  wine  cup's  woes. 

Will  you  madly  rush  along. 
Pleased  with  earth's  enchanting  song. 
While  the  soul  is  still  unUest, 
Thirsting  for  substantial  rest? 

Come  to  .Tesus  and  you'll  find 
Balm  to  heal  the  trouble  1  mind ; 
He  will  teach  you  how  to  love, 
You  in  heaven  he  will  receive.       S. 
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"Will  Yon  go  to  Heaven  7     7s. 

Will  you,  tremblmg  sinner,  go 
To  that  home  of  pure  delight  ? 

O'er  you  mercy  spreads  her  bow, 
But  it's  fading  from  your  sight. 

Life  is  -waning,  time  is  short, 

And  eternity  is  near  ; 
Can  you  o'er  life's  ocean  sport  ? 

Death  and  judgment,  they  are  near. 

Voices  tuned  by  dying  love, 
Call  upon  you  to  return  ; 
Angel's  harps  would  ring  above, 
If  eternal  death  you  '11  shun. 

S. 

Signal  of  Distress. 
8s  &  7s. 
God  of  mercy,  hear  the  sailor 

While  he  lifts  his  prayer  to  Thee ; 
From  the  bosom  of  the  ocean, 
Hear  his  penitential  plea. 

From  his  home  and  friends  and  kindred, 

In  distress,  upon  the  deep. 
Save  him,  or  he  soon  must  perish, 

And  in  coral  caverns  sleep. 

He  is  suffering  from  starvation, 
Thirsting  for  some  cooling  stream  ; 

All  around  is  one  vast  ocean, 
Hope  still  sheds  a  feeble  gleam. 

Send  a  message  to  him  quickly ; 

Save  him  from  a  watery  grave  ; 
He  is  freezing,  dying  slowly; 

On  the  stormy  ocean  wave. 

Blessed  Saviour !  there  is  sorrow 

On  the  ever  restless  sea, — 
Give  the  sailor  hope's  sure  anchor, 

And  a  blest  eternity.  S. 


Flight  of  Time. 

7s.     Neivcomb. 

Time  is  wafting  us  along, 
To  a  world  to  us  unknown, 

And  time's  current,  deep  and  strong, 
Bears  us  onward  to  our  crown. 

Let  the  year's  fly  swift  away, 
We  are  marching  to  our  home, 

In  the  glorious  King's  higLway, 
Where  no  howling  tempest  come. 

Onward,  onward  !   we  must  go. 

Hark  !  death's  tread  is  on  our  path 

Coming  to  release  from  woe, 

Those  who  live  by  love  and  faith. 

Saviour,  teach  us  how  to  live, 
While  upon  life's  sea  we  sail ; 

Homage  we  to  Thee  will  give. 
By  the  spirit  cheering  gale. 

When  death's  waves  around  us  beat, 
And  life's  fleeting  voyage  is  o'er, 

May  we  all  the  holy  greet, 

On  that  balmy,  heavenly  shore. 

S. 

Divine  Protection  for  the  Sailor. 

8s  &  7s. 

Saviour,  on  the  raging  ocean. 
Cheer  the  sailor  in  the  storm  ; 

Bid  him  look  to  Thee  for  succor, — • 
Shield  him  by  thy  mighty  arm. 

May  his  hope  be  like  an  anchor, 
When  the  howling  tempests  beat; 

Stay  his  mind  and  heart  on  heaven, 
Lead  him  to  the  mercy-seat. 
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On  the  storm-laslicd  deep  he  suffers,  — 

Hear  his  supplicating  cry  ; 
Thou  art  near  to  cheer  the  sailor. 

And  will  heed  each  pensive  sigh. 

Saviour!  Ocean's  mighty  billows 
Are  with  ease  controlled  by  Thee  ; 

Stay  the  mad'ning  tempest.  Saviour, 
Calm,  0  calm,  the  boisfrous  sea. 

Let  the  storms  and  dangers  lead  him 

To  be  ready  to  depart ; 
Give  him  grace,  and  love  and  wisdom, 

Bid  him  choose  the  better  part. 

Soon  life's  storms  will  all  be  over, 
Then  his  soul  must  launch  away, 

Where  celestial  joys  shall  cluster, 
Or  where  howling  tempests  play. 

May  the  sailor  find  a  haven ; 

Moor  him  in  that  rest  above, 
Give  him  an  abundant  entrance. 
Where  the  blood-wash'dsing  God's  love 

S. 

I^m  a  Pilgrim. 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  Pm  a  stranger, 
I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night, 
Do  not  detain  me,  for  I  am  going, 
To  where  the  streamlets  are  ever  flowing 
Fm  a  pilgrim,  &c. 

There  the  sunbeams  are  ever  shining, 
I  am  longing,  I  am  longing  for  the  sight ; 
Within  a  country  unknown  and  dreary, 
I've  been  wandering  forlorn  and  weary. 
I'm  a  pilgrim,  &c. 

Of  that  country  to  which  I'm  going, 
My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  i'*  the  light; 
There  is  no  sorrow,  or  any  sighing, 
Or  any  sin,  or  any  dying. 


Re-union  in  Heaven* 


When  shall  we  meet  again  ?  — 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever  ? 
When  will  Teace  wreathe  her  chain, 

Round  us  forever  ? 
Our  hearts  Avill  ne'er  repose 
Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows 
In  this  dark  vale  of  woes  — 

]Never  —  no,  never  ! 


When  shall  love  freely  flow 

Pure  as  life's  river? 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow, 

Changeless  forever  i* 
Where  joys  celestial  thrill, 
Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill. 
And  fears  of  parting  chiU 

Never — no,  never  ! 

Up  to  that  world  of  light 

Take  us,  dear  Saviour ; 
May  we  all  there  unite, 

Happy  forever: 
Where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  may  our  music  swell,   * 
And  time  our  joys  dispel 

Never  —  no,  never ! 

Soon  shall  we  meet  again  — 

Meet  ne'er  to  sever ; 
Soon  will  Peace  wreathe  her  chain. 

Round  us  forever: 
Our  hearts  will  then  repose 
Secure  from  worldly  woes  ; 
Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close 

Never  —  no,  never ! 
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I'm  Weary. 

lis. 


I  Would  Not  Live  Alway. 

lis. 


I'm  weary  of  sighing,  0  fain  would  I  rest  t         ^  ^       .   ■,.        ,  ^       , 

In  the  far  distant  lazid  of  the  ..ure  and  ^  ^^''^'^  ^^^^  ^^^^  alway;    I   ask  not  to 


sta^ 


In  the  fai'  distant  iazid  of  the  pure  and 

the  blest,  1  „,, 

Where  sin  can  no  longer  her  blandish-   ^'  ^^''^  -f '^''^  ^^^^^  ^^0^°^  ^'ses  dark  o'er 


ments  spread; 
And  tears  and  temptations  forever  are 
fled. 

I'm  weary  of  hoping  where  the  hope  is 

untrue, 
As  fair  but  as  fleeting  as  morning's 

bright  dew  ; 
I  long  for  the  land  whose  blest  promise 

alnne, 
Is  changeless  and  sure   as   eternity's 

throne 


txiG  way ; 
The  few  lurid  moments  that  dawn  on 

Ui  liere. 
Are  en  :ugh  for  life's  woes,  full  enough 

fur  its  cheer. 


i  E  would  not  live  alway  ,  no — wexome 
I  the  tomb. 

j  Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not 
1  its  gloom  ; 

:  There,  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me 
i  arise, 

Fra  weary  ofsighing  o'er  sorrows  of  earth  To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the 


O'er  joys  glowing  visions  that  fade  at 

their  birth, 
O'er  the  pangs  of  the  lov'd  which  we 

cannot  assuage, 
O'er  the  bligh tings  of  youth,  and  the 

weakness  of  age. 


skies. 

0!  who  would  live  alway,  away  from 

his  Ood; 
[  Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  b'.issfal 

abode, 


I'm  veary  of  loving  what  passes  away   Where  rivers  of  ph^asure  flow  o'er  the 


The  sweetest,  the  dearest  also  may  not 
stay; 

I  long  for  the  laud  where  those  part- 
ings are  o'er, 

And  death  and  the  tomb  can  divide 
hearts  no  more. 

I'm  weary,  my  Saviour,  of  grieving  thy 

love. 
0,  when  shall  I  rest  in  thy  presence 

above  ; 
I'm  weary,  but  0,  never  let  me  repine, 
While  thy  word ,  and  thy  love,  and  thy 

promise  are  mine. 


bright  plains? 
And  the  noontide  of   glory  eternally 
reigns  ? 

Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  har- 
mony meet. 

Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported 
to  greet ; 

While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceas- 
ingly roll. 

And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast 
of  the  soul. 
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Will  You  Go  ? 


We're  travelling  home  to  Heaven  above, 

Will  you  go  ?    Will  vou  go  ? 
To  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love, 

Will  you  go  ?  Will  you  go  ? 

Millions  have  reached  that  blest  abode, 

Anointed  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  millions  more  are  on  the  road. 

Will  you  go  '?    W' ill  you  go  ? 

We're  going  to  see  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
In  rapturous  strains  to  prais?  his  name  ; 
The  crown  of  life  we  there  shall  wear, 
The  conqueror's  palms  our  hands  shall 

bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  well  share, 

Will  you  go '?   &c. 

We're  going  to  join  the  heavenly  chnir, 
To  raise  our  voice,  and  tune  the  lyre  ; 
There  saints  and  angels  gladly  sing 
Hosaunato  their  God  and  King, 
An  i  make  the  heavenly  arches  ring. 
Will  you  go?  (SiO. 

Ye  weary,  heavy  larlen,  come, 
■  In  the  blest  house  there  stiil  is  room  ; 
The  Lord  is  waiting  to  nceive, 
1  ■  thou  wilt  on  him  now  believe. 
He'ii  give  thy  trouUed  conscitnce  ease. 
Will  you  go  ?   &c. 

The  way  to  heaven  is  fre?  for  all, 
For  Jew  and  Gentile,  great  and  small. 
Makeup  your  mind,give  God  your  heart, 
Wish  every  sin  and  idol  part, 
And  n  iw  for  glory  maiie  a  suirt. 
Will  you  go?   &o. 


The  way  to  heaven   is  straight  and 

plain — 
Repent,  believe,  be  born  again  ; 
The  Saviour  cries  aloud  to  thee. 
"Take  up  thy  cross  and  follow  me, 
And  thou  shalt  my  salvaiiou  see." 


Will 


you  go  /  &G. 


0,  could  I  hear  some  sinner  say, 

I  wilt  go  I    I  will  go! 
I'll  start  this  moment,  clear  the  way, 

Let  me  go  !   Let  me  go ! 
My  old  companions,  fare  you  well, 
I  will  not  go  with  you  to  hell. 
I  mean  with  Jesus  Christ  to  dwell, 
Let  us  go  !    Let  us  go ! 

Parting  Hymn. 

7s. 

When  shall  we  all  meet  again  ? 
When  shall  we  ail  meet  again? 
Oft  shall  glowing  hope  expire, 
Oft  shall  wearied  love  retire, 
Oft  .'^hall  death  and  sorrow  reign. 
Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

Though  in  distant  lands  we  sigh, 
Pur,:hed  beneath  a  hosii'e  sky  : 
Thougli  th-!  dot  p   between  us  roll, 
Friendship  shall  unite  cur  soul. 
And  in  fancies  wide  domain, 
There  may  we  all  meet  again. 

When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled; 
When  its  wasted  lamps  are  dead, 
Ap.d  in  cndd  obiivir,n's  shade, 
Beauty,  weiltli  and  fame  are  laid, 
V\'hcre  immortal  spirits  reipn, 
Th«ie  shall  we  all  meet  again. 
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Missionaries^  Farewell.    C.  M. 

Kindred,  and  friends,  and  native  land, 
How  shall  we  say,  ♦'  Farewell?" 

How, — when  our  swelling  sails  expand 
How  will  our  bosoms  swell ! 

Yes,  nature,  all  thy  soft  delights 

And  tender  ties  we  know  ; 
But  love  more  strong  than  death  unites 

To  Him  that  bids  us  go. 

Thus,  when,  our  every  passion  moved, 
The  gushing  tear-drop  starts . 

The  cause  of  Jesus  more  beloved, 
Shall  glow  within  our  hearts. 

The  sighs  we  breathe  for  precious  souls, 

Where  he  is  yet  unKnown, 
Might  waft  us  to  the  distant  poles. 

Or  to  the  burning  zone. 

With  warm  desire  our  bosoms  swell, 
Our  glowing  powers  expand ; 

"Farewell,"  then  we  can  say, "  farewell. 
Our  friends,  our  native  land," 

Prayer    for    the    Enlargement    of    the 
Church.    C.  IVI. 

Shine,  mighty  God,  on  Zion  shine. 
With  beams  of  heavenly  grace  ; 

Reveal  thy  power  through  every  land, 
And  show  thy  smiling  face. 

"When  shall  thy  name  from  shore  to  shore 
SounJ  through  the  earth  abroad, 

And  distant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

Sing  t')  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands  ; 

Sinir  loud,  with  joyful  voice  ; 
Let  every  tongue  exalt  his  praise, 

And  every  heart  rejoice. 


My  Native  Land,  Adiea,    8s.  &  7s» 

By  Mrs.  Sigourney. 

Native  lard  ! — in  summer  smiling, — 

Hill  and  valley,  grove  and  stream; 
Home  I  — whose    nameless   charms  be- 
guiling, 

Peaceful  nursed  our  infant  dream  ; 
Haunts  !  to  which  ourcliildhood  hasted, 

Where  the  earliest  wild-flowers  grew ; 
Church!  where  Christ's  free  grace  v.e 
taste i, — 

Grav'd  on  memory's  page, — Adieu. 

Mother! — who  has  watched  our  pillow, 

In  thy  tender,  sleepless  love, 
Lo!  we  dare  tht-  cresud  1  illow, — 

iMother  !  put  thj  trust  above. 
Father ! — from  thy  guidance  turning, 

O'er  the  deep  our  way  we  take, — 
Keep  the  prayerful  ircense  burning 

On  thine  altar,  for  our  sake. 

Brothers  ! — Sisters !—  more  than  ever 

Art'  our  fond  atiections  twin'd, 
x\.s  that  hallowed  l;ond  we  sever, 

Vt'hich  the  hand  of  Nature  joined. 
But  the  cry  of  Burma h's  anouish 

Through  our  inmo- 1  hearts  doth  sound, 
Countless  sou's  in  misiry  languish, — 

We  weuid  fly  to  heal  their  wound, 

Burmah !    we  would  sooth  thy  weeping ; 

Take  us  to  thy  sultry  breast, 
Where  thy  sainted  du-t  is  sleeping, 

Let  us  share  a  kindred  re>t. 
Friends!  this  span  of  life  is  fleeting — • 

Hark!  the  harps  of  angels  swell — 
Think  of  that  eternal  meeting. 

Where  no  voice  shall  say — Fareivell. 
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Missionaries   Charged. 

83  &  7s. 
Onward,  onward,  men  of  heaven; 

iJear  the  gospel  banner  high  ; 
Rest  not  till  its  light  is  given  — 

Star  of  every  pagan  t*ky  : 
Send  it  where  the  pilgrim  stranger 

Faints  beneath  the  torrid  ray  ; 
Bid  the  hardy  forest-ranger 

Haii  it,  ere  he  lades  away. 

"Wh.ere  the  Arctic  Ocean  thunders, 

Wliere  the  tropics  fiercely  glow. 
Broadly  spread  its  pa.^e  of  wonders. 

Brightly  bid  its  radiance  flow  : 
India  marks  its  lustre  stealing; 

Shivering  Greenlanrl  love.s  its  rays; 
Afric.  'mid  her  deserts  kue  ling. 

Lifts  ihe  untaught  strain  of  praise. 

Rude  in  speech.,  or  wild  in  feature, 
Dark  in  spirit,  though  they  be, 

Show  that  light  to  every  creature- 
Prince  or  vassal,  bond  or  fi  ee  ; 

Lo  !  they  ha^te  to  every  nation  ; 
Host  on  host  the  ranks  j-upplv  ; 

Onward!  Christ  is  your  salvation, 
And  your  death  is  victory. 

God  Trieth  the  Ri<;hteoiis.      7s. 

In  the  furnace  God  doth  prove 
Al!  who  taste  redeeming  love  ; 

He  upholds  them  by  his  gr.ice 
He's  their  rock  and  hiding  place. 

When  the  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 
He  their  madness  will  control, 

Safely  bring  them  to  the  shore. 
Where  the  billows  da.<jh  no  more. 


Jesus  never  will  forsake 

Those  who  love  to  wear  his  yoke  ; 
He  wid  cheer  them  in  distress. 

He's  their  life  and  righteousness. 

Trials,  they  prepare  his  sheep 
To  abide  and  humb'y  keep. 

In  the  shepherd's  ginrious  way, 
Leading  to  eternal  day.  S. 

Parting  Hymn. 

By  Thomas  Hardly,  one  of  the  crew  of  the 
C  S  Frigate  IiidependeDce>OD  her  return  froir 
Leghorn,   July   1.     852. 

C.  if. 

Ye  chosen  few  of  Christ  our  King, 

Partakers  of  his  love, 
We  part,  perhaps  to  meet  no  more, 

Until  we  meet  above. 

Oh  !  may  we  ne'er  forget  the  day 

When  Je;-us  took  us  in, 
And  with  his  own  atoning  blood 

He  cleansed  us  from  our  sin. 

And  may  we   ever  watchful  be 

O  'er  our  deceitful  hearts. 
And  [lut  our  trust  in  Him  alone. 

Who  grace  to  us  imparts. 

That  grace  to  conquer  every  sin. 
And  cliiub  the  rugged  mount. 

To  shun  the  path  of  sin  and  death, 
And  plimge  beneath  the  fount ; 

Where  rescued  s^u's  forever  drink 
Sweet  endless  plea  urcs  in, 

And  with  the  Angels  of  the  Lord 
Eternal  praises  sing. 

Then  let  us  here  renew  our  vows, 
While  parting  hands  we  give. 

To  meet  arounl  the  Throne  of  God, 
And  with  Him  forever  live. 
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Dedicated  to  sick  and  disabled  Seamen  in  the 
U.  S.  Marine  Hospital,  Chelsea,  by  Fhineas 
Stowe,  Pastor  of  1st  Baptist  Mariuero'  Church, 
Boston. 

L.   M.     Tune — Hamburg. 

God  of  the  boimdless,  pathless  deep, 
B.hold  with  pit>  from  aVjove. 
The  sailor,  far  from  childhood's  home, 
Aud  o'er  him  spread  thy  bow  of  love. 

No  mother's  magic  voice  is  heard 
To  cheer  his  troub'ed.  aching   heart, 
L^ark  waves  of  sorrow  madly  rjll, 
No  kindred  near  joy  to  impart. 

Is  hope  thine  anchor,  firm  and  sure, 
And  cast  within  the  glorious  vail  ? 
Is  Jesus  thy  great  Captain  now, 
To  cheer  thee  in  this  trying  gale  ? 

Around  thy  bed,  and  in  thy  room, 
His  dying  love  perfumes  the  air. 
He  calls  upon  thee  now  to  turn 
And  offer  up  the  contrite  pra^\er. 

He  knows  thy  sorrows  and  can  heal 
Thy  wounded  heart,  with  precious  balm, 
Purchased  by  his  most  sacred  blood, 
That  will  all  tumult  quickly  calm. 

Though  far  from  home  your  lot  is  cast, 
Still  He  is  always  near  thy  side : 
He  walked  upon  the  sparkling  sea, 
Aud  o'er  the  billow  oft  did  rida. 

He  is  a  kind  and  faithful  friend. 
He  cares  for  you — he  died  to  save 
Thy  soul  from  sinking  in  the  d>3ep. 
"\V  hile  woe's  dark  billows  fo  im  and  rave. 

Oft  have  you  heard  his  miirhfy  voice 
In  thunder's  peal  and  ocean's  roar, 
And  asked  him  your  frail  bark  to  save, 
And  o'er  your  path  bright  visions  pour. 


I  The  solemn  vow  you  oft  have  made, 

i  To  live  for  him  who  made  the  sea ! 
Now  is  the  time  to  pay  that  vow. 
And  to  him  for  salvation  iiee. 

He  now  will  listen  to  your  prayer, 
And  grant  you  pardon  from  abive, 
O'er  your  dark  path  iiib  bow  will  spread, 
And  thriilyour  soul  with  joy  and  love. 

The  strong,  the  weak,  the  sick  and  all 
Must  have  the  great  Physician's  s.vill 
To  cuic  the  leprosy  within.- 
And  take  away  the  love  of  sin. 


Thy  body  earthly  skill  may  heal,  • 
l'.ut  thy  lose  soul  must  ever  wail 
In  the  dark  prison  of  despair. 
If  health  Divine  you  du  not  si 


Go  not,  bold  seaman,  from  this  home, 
i  Upon  God's  boundless  deep  to  roam, 
'  Regardless  of  th^  grace  of  Gi  d. 

The  purcha.-e  of  a  iSaviour's  blood. 

Now  you  may  have  salvaHon  free. 
And  share  that  glorious  liberty 
That  lid>  the  soul  with  rapture  here, 
And  robs  the  grave  of  gloom  and  fep.r. 

De'ay  not  to  secure  this  prize. 
Held  XL}  by  him  who  loves  the  wise, 
k  crown  of  g'orv- awaits  the  just. 
Who  put  in  Jesus  all  their  tru  t. 

Then  when  the  vovagf  of  life  is  o'er. 
You'll  rest  from  toil  on  that  bright  shore 
Where    sickness,   sorrow    ne'er    shall 

come, 
To  mar  thy  joys  in  that  sweet  home. 
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Decision  of  Cliaracter. 

BY   P.    STOW. 

«Baru  tlie  Ships." 

"  Dr.  Judson's  constancy  of  purpose, 
which  never  flagged,  nor  sought  retreat 
nor  change,  and  in  the  consciousness  of  its 
indomitable  strength,  led  him,  on  reaching 
the  shores  of  Burmah,  in  his  own  signifi- 
cant language  to  "  Burn  the  Ships." 

TUKE — BOUNDING   BILLOWS.      8s  &  7s. 

"  Bum  the  Ships.  I'm  safely  landed, 

In  this  clime  or  gloom  and  wo ; 
I  would  toil  amid  its  darkness 

And  the  seed  of  glory  sow. 
"  Bum  the  Ships,  my  heart  is  throbbing 

To  unfold  Christ's  banner  here ; 
I  would  not  return,  but  wander 

O'er  this  land  with  tidings  dear. 
*'  Bum  the  Ships,  my  soul  is  kindling 

With  a  love  that's' firm  on  high, 
To  diffuse  abroad  a  radiance, 

Cheer  the  desolate  who  sigh. 
"  Bum  the  Ships,  I  now  am  moored 

In  a  dark  and  angry  sea ; 
Tet  above  the  sky  i?  brilliant, 

And  bright  bethlehem's  Star  I  see. 

"  Bum  the  Ships,  who  would  not  toil 

In  a  field  so  full  of  thorns, 
With  his  Master's  bow  around  me, 

What  are  life's  tempe-tuous  storms? 
•'  Bum  the  Ships,  do  not  decoy  me 

From  the  land  I  love  so  well ;  - 

Jesus  died  to  save  the  heathen,  ' 

I  would  his  glad  tidings  tell.  j 

"  Bum  the  Ships,  I  would  remember 

His  command  to  spread  abi'oad 
News  of  that  redemption  purchased 

By  the  suffering,  nying  Lord. 
•Bum  the  Ships,  the  heathen  calls  me, 

I  would  listen  to  their  moan; 

12 


>    Rapt  they  are  in  sable  garments, 

/        Hark !  they  wail  and  sigh  and  groan. 

I    "  Bum  the  Ships,  I  here  must  suffer 
In  the  prison  night  and  day: 
While  the  heathen's  rage  and  fury 
Urge  me  on  iYi  heaven's  highway. 

"  Burn  the  Ships,  here  I  would  linger 
Till  my  Master  calls  me  home  ; 

Then  with  sheaves  for  him  I've  gather'd 
Bow  around  his  radiant  Throne." 


Tlie  Aged  Cbristiau  Soldier. 

BY  P.   STOW. 
TUNE — SICILY.      8s  &  7$. 

Band  of  soldiers  of  Immanuel ! 

Marching  on  to  victory, 
O'er  you  waves  a  crimson  banner 

Of  the  Lamb  of  Calvary. 

Long  have  you  been  in  his  army, 
And  achieved  by  strength  divine, 

Jewels  for  your  matchless  leader, 
That  will  ever  glow  and  shine. 

Some  who  joined  with  you  the  battle, 
And  were  valiant  in  the  fight, 

Have  the  conqueror's  song  re-echoed. 
Where  no  foe  will  them  affright. 

On  the  moral  field  of  conquest, 

You  still  linger  to  defend, 
His  great  name  and  rising  glory. 

And  his  triumph  shall  extend. 

Soon  your  warfare  will  be  over, 
And  your  master  will  say  come, 

Rest  from  conflict  faithful  soldiers 
In  the  victor's  tearless  home. 

That  will  be  a  glorious  gathering. 
When  the  warriors  meet  above; 

And  with  palms  of  bloodless  victory 
Chant  the  soug  of  boundless  love. 


178 


OCEAJSl  MELODIES. 


Tike  Stranger'^  IVeloome. 

BY  P.   STOW. 

"  Be  not  forgetful  to  entertain  strangers," 
18  a  divine  command.  May  such  resort  to 
the  Mariner's  Bethel  to  receive  spiritual 
food.  It  is  a  "  house  for  all  nations."  The 
following  lines  are  dedicated  to  the  lonely 
itranger. 

TUNE — LET  THY  KINGDOM.      8,  7s  &  4. 

Welcome,  stranger,  to  the  Bethel, 
Join  with  us  in  song  and  prayer; 
Here  enjoy  life's  richest  blessing. 
And  with  us  each  pleasure  share, 

You  are  welcome, 
Here  dismiss  the  goading  care. 

Far  away  from  home  and  Sdndred, 
Desolate  and  lone  you  feel, 
And  the  tear  of  love  and  sorrow 
Down  your  cheeks  does  often  steal ; 

Lonely  stranger. 
Wounded  spirits  God  can  heal. 

Though  like  Jacob,  you  have  wander' d, 
Far  from  native  clime  and  home, 
Still  bright  angels  on  the  ladder, 
Sweetly  say,  "come,  stranger,  come;" 

Enter  heaven 
Now  by  faith,  and  journey  home. 

If  yon  are  to  peace  a  stranger, 
In  'God's  household  all  are  one, 
Strangers,  foreigners  are  welcome 
To  the  banquet  of  his  Son. 

For  your  ransom 
Thorny  was  his  earthly  crown. 

He  invites  all  nations  to  him. 
All  may  taste  the  fount  of  love; 
And  enjoy  the  smiles  of  heaven. 
While  on  sea  or  land  you  rove; 

Mercy  calls  you, 
Gently  woes  tiie  Holy  Dove. 

In  that  port  of  peerless  glory. 
No  one  will  be  stranger  th«re— 


All  will  speak  the  native  language, 
"  Babel's  "  curse  will  not  appear; 

All  the  nations 
Who  love  God,  shall  glory  share. 

«  Faith's   SUver  Tliread." 

BY  MISS  M.  D.   BALFOUR. 

A  little  girl  when  dying,  was  told  by 
her  mother  that  all  along  through  the  dark 
valley  there  ran  a  silver  shining  thread, 
which,  if  she  would  grasp  and  hold  firmly, 
would  bear  her  safely  across  the  cold  riv- 
er, and,  at  length,  land  her  upon  the  oppo» 
site  shore  of  l5e  and  glory. 

TUNE— ZION.     8,  7s  &  4. 

When  thy  trembling  feet  are  pressing, 
Jordan's  cold  and  swelling  stream, 

I  Yield  thee  not  to  fears  distressing, 
Death  is  not  the  foe  we  deem. 

.  Cherished  daughter ! 

:  Light  from  heaven  shall  on  thee  beam. 

Catch  that  silver  thread  and  shining, 
Which  thy  sti-uggling  faith  discerns; 

Let  it  now,  thv  heart  entwining. 
Hold  thee  while  the  conflict  turns. 
Dying  daughter ! 

How  my  spirit  o'er  thee  yearns ! 

From  a  mother's  fond  embracing, 

Early  thou  art  called  away ; 
Still  that  little  thread  be  tracing. 

Till  it  leads  to  endless  day. 
Oh  !  my  daughter ! 
Can  I  here  consent  to  stay  ?    . 

Yes,  my  God,  thy  time  abiding, 
I  beneath  the  cross  will  spend: 

Ever  in  Thy  grace  confiding, 
Watching  always  to  the  end. 
Thus,  my  daughter ! 

Where  thou'rt  gone,  my  steps  shall  tend. 
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Tlie  Sacred  Hour. 

BY  DR.  T.  FLETCHER  OAKES. 

Tune — Eltham.        78. 
Dear  to  me  the  sacred  hour, 

Cheer'd  by  Jesus'  guardian  love, 
Then  I  seek  thine  aid  and  power, 

Asking  blessings  from  above: 
Then  I  lift  the  tearful  eye, 

Mourn  my  cold  reserve  to  see, 
Then  resolve  from  sin  to  fly, 

And  commune,  oh  God  f  with  thee. 

Oft,  I  from  the  mercy-seat, 

Feel  a  glorious  radiance  fall, 
When  I  kneel  in  silence  sweet. 

Pray  to  thee,  imseen  by  all. 
Then  a  boon  I  fondly  claim,  _ 

Jesus,  grant  the  pure  desire; 
That  I  may  exalt  thy  name. 

Live  in  thee — in  thee  expire. 

When  my  heart,  oppress' d  and  filled, 

Crush'd  with  sadness,  doubt  and  gloom ; 
And  when  dark  despair  has  chill'd 

All  that's  bright  bevond  the  tomb. 
Then  he  heals  my  brolcen  heart, 

Freely  at  the  shrine  of  prayer; 
Bids  presumptuous  doubts  depart, 

Turns  away  my  sad  despair. 

Then  ray  heart  with  hope  he  fills, 

Decks  my  soul  in  heavenly  bloom;     , 
Then  my  doubts  he  SAveetly  stills, 

Breaks  the  terror  of  the  tomb ! 
Sweetly,  then,  my  ardent  heart, 

Full  of  heavenly  hope  again ; 
Feels  the  bliss  his  smiles  impart, 

Gently  through  each  bursting  vein. 

Jesus,  may  thy  look,  so  sweet, 
.  Ever  on  me  deign  to  shine ; 
And  thv  love  forever  beat 

In  this  conscious  heart  of  mine ; 
Ever  let  me  feel  thee  nigh. 

While  my  life  to  me  is  given ; — 
Soothe  my  last  convulsive  sij^h. 

Be  my  oliss  and  theme  in  Heaven. 


Tlie  Mariner  Saved. 

BY  REV.  NATH'I*  COLVEB. 

TUNE — AMERICA.        6  &  4. 

Great  God !  in  safety  keep 
The  sailor  on  the  deep — 

In  dread  dismay, 
When  skill  avails  no  more, 
And  storms  around  him  pour, 
And  angry  billows  roar. 

Thy  power  display. 

0,  let  thy  mighty  voice 
Be  heard  above  the  noise 

Of  wind  and  storm, 
In  accents  sweet  and  clear, 
"Dismiss  thy  trembling  fear, 
*Tis  I,  myself,  am  near 

To  shield  from  harm." 

Great  God !  the  sailor  save. 
When,  from  the  rolling  wave. 

He  seeks  the  land. 
Where  pleasure  spreads  her  sail, 
And  passion  blows  a  gale. 
Where  soon,  his  dying  wail, 

His  voyage  may  end. 

0 !  let  thy  grace  divine. 
Upon  the  sailor  shine. 

With  saving  power. 
With  cable  strong  and  fast, 
With  hope,  his  anchor,  cast 
Beyond  the  stormy  blast, 

His  bark  secure. 


Doxology.    8,  7,  &  ^ 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Father, 
Glory  to  th'  eternal  Son ; 

Sound  aloud  the  Spirit's  praises; 
Join  the  elders  round  the  throne; 

Hallelujah, 
Hail  the  glorious  Three  in  One. 
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Tlie  liCnt  Jeivel  Above,      S.  M. 

HYMN    OF    REMEMBRANCE, 

Dedicated  to  Bereaved  Parents. 

BY   P.    STOW. 
TUKE — BOYLSTON. 

Death  loves  a  shining  mark ; 

He  blights  the  fairest  flower, 
And  spreads  his  sable  mantle  o'er 

Life's  sweet,  domestic  bower. 
The  tendei-est  ties  are  riven, 

By  his  relentless  grasp ; 
Affection's  tear  stays  not  his  arm, 

The  child  of  love  he'll  clasp. 
Our  Father  bids  death  come. 

And  dash  the  idol  down, 
To  plume  our  souls  with  grace  divine, 

That  we  may  deck  his  crown. 
Thy  words  and  smiles  will  hve 

Embalmed  in  memory's  book; 
Oft  shall  we  muse,  and  oft  behold 

Each  sweet,  enchanting  look. 
And  would  we  call  thee  back, 

From  those  bright  bowers  above? 
Where  the  rapt.sbul  ^vill  ever  lave 

In  that  pure  fount  of  love? 
God  lent  that  darling  child 

To  parents  fond  and  dear; 
Then  called  the  jewel  home  again. 

Sparkling  more  bright  and  clear. 
In  heaven  we  hope  to  greet 

The  loved  one  gone  before ; 
With  thee  and  coimtless  millions  bow, 

And  all  God's  ways  adore. 

Tlie  Sea  liatli  Spoken.     S.  M, 
Hymn, 

On  the  loss  of  the  captain,  officers  and  crew  of 
the  ship  Hanover,  of  Bath.  She  was  wrecked 
in  a  terrific  gale  at  the  mouth  of  the  majestic 
Kennebec,  November  5th,  1849. 

BY   REV     E.    H.    GRAY. 

A  wail  comes  o'er  the  breeze, 
A  low  and  moaning  sound 


And  still  it's  heard  above  the  seas 

That  wildly  dash  around. 
It  was  the  piercing  cry 

Of  seamen  homeward  bound — 
When  'mid  the  white  foam  dashing  high, 

A  home  in  the  deep  they  found. 
"Oh  God  !  we  die,"  they  say, — 

"In  sight  of  friends  and  home ; 
Our  winding  sheet  the  ocean's  spray, 

Our  bed  the  ocean's  foam !  " 
The  waves  shall  roll  for  them 

A  mournful,  solemn  dirge; 
The  low  winds  chant  their  requiem, 

And  rock  them  with  the  surge. 
God  of  the  storm  and  sea! 

Oh  condescend  to  hear 
The  orphan's  cry,  the  widow's  plea 

And  dry  the  mourner's  tear. 

HoAV  Softly  on  the  Bruised   Heart 

BY    S.    D.    STUART,    ESQ. 

TUNE — WOODLAND.  C.    M« 

How  softly  on  the  bruised  heart 

A  word  of  Ivindness  falls, 
And  from  the  drj'  and  parched  soul 

The  moistening  tear-drop  calls  ; 
O,  if  they  knew,  who  walk  the  earth 

Mid  snrrow,  grief  and  pain — 
The  power  a  word  of  kindness  hath, 

'  T  were  paradise  again. 
The  weakest  and  the  poorest  may 

This  simple  pittance  give, 
And  bid  delight,  to  withered  heart* 

Return  agam  and  live; 
O,  what  is  life  if  love  be  lost  f 

If  man's  imkind  to  man — 
Cr  what  the  heav'n  that  waits beyoB* 

This  brief  and  mortal  span. 
As  stars  upon  the  tranquil  sea 

In  mimic  glory  shine. 
So  words  of  kinilness,  in  the  heart 

Reflect  their  source  divine  j 
.  O,  then,  be  kind,  whoe'er  thou  art 

^  That  iireathesf  mortal  breath, 

\  And  it  shall  lighten  all  thy  life, 

<  And  sweeten  even  death. 
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Tlie  Dyms:  Girl's   /Vppcal. 

Stay,  fiither,  stay,  the  night  is  wild, 

0  leave  not  now  your  dying  child  ^ 

1  feel  the  icy  h;iud  of  death, 

Auii  shorter,  shorter  grows  my  breath, 
0.  father,  leave  me  not 

Stay,  father,  stay,  my  mother's  gone, 
Ani  thou  and  I  art  left  alone  ; 
And  from  her  star-lit  home  on  high, 
She'll  weep  that  I  alone  should  die  ; 

0,  father,  leave  me  not. 
Stay,  father,  stay  ;   0  leave  this  night 
The  mad'ning  bowl,  who.se  withering  blight, 
Has  cast  so  dark  a  shade  around 
The  home  where  joy  alone  was  found. 

0,  father,  leave  me  not. 
Stay,  father,  stay,  once  more  I  ask, 
0,  count  it  not  a  heavy  task, 
To  stay  mth  me  till  life  shall  end. 
My  last,  my  only  living  friend. 

0,  father  leave  me  not. 


Clin^  to  tlie  31  i^ 

Tune — "  Happy 
Cling  to  the  Mighty  One, 

Cling  in  thy  grief ; 
Cling  to  the  Holy  One, 

He  gives  relief ; 
Cling  to  the  Gracious  One, 

Cling  in  thy  pain  ; 
Cling  to  the  Faithful  One, 

He  will  sustain  ; 
CHng  to  the  Living  One, 

Cling  in  thy  woe  ; 
Cling  to  the  Loving  One, 

Through  all  below  ; 
Cling  to  the  Pardoning  One, 

He  speaketh  peace  ; 
Oling  to  the  HeaUng  One, 

Anguish  shall  cease  ; 
Cling  to  the  Bleeding  One, 

Cling  to  his  side  ; 
Cling  to  the  Risen  One, 

In  him  abide  ; 
Cling  to  the  Coming  One, 

Hope  shall  arise  ; 
Clin'r  to  the  Reigning  One, 

Joy  lights  thine  eipg. 


lity  One. 

Land." 

Ps.  Ixxxix  19. 
Heb.  xii,  11. 
Rev.  iii,  7. 
Ps.  cxlvi,  9. 
Ps.  cxvi,  5. 
Ps.  Iv,  4. 
1  Thess.  V,  24. 
Ps.  xxviii,  8. 
Heb.  vii,  25. 
Ps.  Ixxxvi,  7. 
1  John  iv,  16. 
Rom.  viii,38,3! 
Isaiah  vi,  7. 
John  xiv,  27. 
Exodus  XV,  26. 
Ps  cxlvii,  3. 
1  John  i,  7. 
John  XX,  27. 
Rom.  vi,  9. 
John  XV,  4. 

Rev.  xxii.  20. 

Titu.s  ii,  13. 
Ps.  xcvii.  1. 

Ps.  xvi,  11. 


Cold  \Va<er  Army  Pledge. 

Tune — '•'  Haste  thee,  winter." 
We,  Cold  Watei-  girls  «nd  boys, 
Freely  renounce  the  ti'eacherous  joys. 
Of  Brandy,  Whiskey,  Rum  and  Gin, 
The  serpents'  lure  to  death  and  sin. 

Wine,  Beer  and  Cider,  we  detest, 
And  thus  we'll  make  our  parents  blest; 
So  here  we  pledge  perpetual  hate, 
To  all  that  can  intoxicate. 


Tlie  Temperance  Horn. 

'  Merrily  the  temperance  horn 

I     Is  sounding  o'er  the  silver  lake, 

'  Cheerily  at  early  dawn 

•     Its  swelling  notes  bid  echo  wake. 

■     Temperance  for  thee,  thee  only, 

'         These  sounds  are  ever  sweet  to  me; 

>     Each  haunt  of  pleasure  lonely, 

I         Is  found,  when  'tis  unblest  by  thee. 

'  Sound,  sound,  sound,  sound  the  merry, 
'  merrv  temperance  horn, 

'  At  close  of    eve,    and   morning's  early 
'  dawn. 

I  Cheerfully,  my  harp  I  bring, 

J     And  wake  a  wilder,  sweeter  strain, 

.  Jovouslv  my  songs  I  sing, 

)     And  bid  the  inebriate  smile  again. 

)         Temperance,  etc. 

)  Cheerily  our  footsteps  stray, 

)     Nor  wait  to  think  of  danger  near  ; 

I  Merrily  at  close  of  day, 

I      We  breathe  the  sweetest  music  here. 

1         Temperance,  etc. 
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From  home  and  kindred  far  away.  From  home  and  kindred 
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home  and  kindred    far 


away.  Then  look  above, — "  pray  sai-lor  pray." 
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far  a   -way.  Then  look   above,  "  pray  sai-lor  pray '* 

When  tossed  on  ocean's  broad  domain, 
The  sport  of  danger,  toil  and  pain, — 

As  borne  along  thy  watery  way, 

Then  pause  awhile, — "  pray  sailor  pray.'* 

When  troubled  depths  disparted  yawn, 

And  death's  embrace  is  round  thee  drawn; — 

When  th'  ransomed  soul  would  leave  its  clay, 
O  gladly  soar, — "  pray  sailor  pray.*^ 
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Praise  God  for  a  Converted  Crew. 

Three  -eamen,  the  Steward  and  Cabin  Boy  of 
the  Brig  Pacific,  Captaiu  Hardy,  were  con- 
verted while  on  a  sea-voya.i;e,  and  on  their 
return  home,  May  10,  1S57.  were  baptized,  by 
PiiiNRAS  Sto've,  Pastor  of  the  IstBapti.-^t  Mar- 
ji.rrb'  Church,  Boston.  The  Capiain  and  Mate 
of  the  Pacific  are  membeis  of  this  Church, 
an<i  have  saile'l  tOL'-ether  a  number  of  voyages, 
havii.K<laily  prayers  when  on  shipboard,  ihc 
Pacific  is  truly  a  floating  Bethel. 

Tune — Greenville.     8s  &  7s. 

Savioarj  on  the  mighty  ocean, 

Tliou  hast  met  the  sailur  there ; 
Heard  his  deep  and  hitter  pi -adings, 

Watched  each  penitential  tear. 

tso  bright  star  illumes  the  sailor. 
Waves  of  sin  in  madness  roll ; 

All  on  board  are  weeping  freely, 
Anguish  fills  each  gloomy  soul. 

But  thy  pardoning  love,  blest  Saviour, 
Banishes  their  gloomy  fears; 

Speaking  peace,  the  seals  tranquil — 
Joy  divine  to  them  appears. 

Now  they  bow  -with  joy  and  rapture, 

Low  before  the  mercy  seat ; 
Praising  Christ,  who  died  to  save  them, 
From  the  world  where  storms  shall  beat 

Saviour  help  them  to  be  watchful 
While  upon  the  sea  of  time  ; 

Fix  tiieir  eye  on  Thee,  their  Captain, 
Cheer  and  guide  in  every  clime. 

May  the  Port  of  heavenly  glory 

Fill  our  minds  with  peace  and  love. 

Plume  our  souls  with  wings  of  power. 
Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove ! 

Life's  short  voyage  soon  is  over, 

Soon  we'll  round  the  Cape  of  Death.; 

But  with  Jesus  for  our  Pilot 
A'e  may  shout  with  dying  breath. 


May  we  meet  on  heavenly  highlands, 
Where  no  howling  tempest  come, 

Where  the  good  of  every  nation 
Meet  in  one  celestial  Home; 

There  to  bow  before  the  Saviour 
And  to  worship  at  his  Throne, 

Praising  Hini  who  died  on  Calvary 
Our  transgressions  to  atone. 

JMay  we  strike  our  golden  lyres 

With  the  blood- washed  happy  throng, 
Singing  praises  to  Immanuel, 

Chanting  heaven's  immortal  song. 

S. 

*»Thy    Kingdom    Come.^' 
Matt.  vi.  10.      C.  M. 
Thy  kingdom  come !  Alruighty  Lord, 

Amongst  our  fallen  race  ; 
Soon  may  all  ]3eople  hear  thy  word 
And  know  thy  saving  grace. 

Thy  kingdom  come  !  with  power  divine, 
Keign  ihou  from  sea  to  sea : 

All  creatures  and  all  souls  are  thine ; 
Let  all  men  worship  Thee. 

Thy  kingdom  come!    with   truth    and 
peace 

And  wisdom  from  above  ; 
Let  war  and  strife  and  error  cease, 

And  all  men  live  in  love. 

Thy  kingdom  come !  with  blessings  moro 
Than  earth  has  ever  known. 

When  men  their  Maker  shall  adore 
And  their  Redeemer  own. 

Then  shall  all  lands  be  filled  with  joy, 
Saved  from  the  curse  of  sin, 

Thy   praise    all    hearts    and    tongues 
employ. 
And  heaven  on  earth  begin. 


184 


THE  CONVERTED  SAnOH. 


Words  by  J.  H.  H. 


(Hosanna.) 
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1.    5  A  cheering  ray  of  hope  has  gleamed  Around  the  hardy  sailor's  way,     > 
(  The  gospel  light  at  last  has  beamed,  And  sheds  afar  the  glorious  ray.  ) 
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Glo  -  r7,    glo-ry     let    us  sing,  While  heav'n  and  earth  with  praises  ring, 
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Ho  -  san-na ! 
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ho  -  sai>  -  na.      Ho -san-na    to    the  Larab  of  God. 
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Allegretto.  ^ 
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Glo-ry,  glo  -  ry   let      us    sing  While  heaven  and  earth  with  paises  ring, 
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^'^^-^--^iiiilgilgiSili 


Ho-san-na! 


ho  -  san  -  na 


Ho-san-na  to   the  Lamb  of  God. 


—Sf-^-9- 


On  ocean's  heaving  billows  borne, 

The  Christian  seaman  bows  in  prayer;- 

Submisr^ive  kneels  before  the  throne, 
And  joys  to  meet  his  Savior  there. 
Glory,  glory,  &.c. 


Though  winds  may  howl  and  tempests  beat, 
And  lightnings  glare,  and  surges  roar, — 

He  calmly  bows  at  Jesus'  feet, 

Nor  fears  in  danger's  darkest  hour 
Glory,  glory,  &c. 


O  let  loud  songs  of  praise  ascend 
To  our  exalted,  mighty  King; 

Jjtt  heaven  and  earth  in  union  blend,— 
And  every  tongue  in  chorus  sing, 
Glory,  glory,  Sic 


186      THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  WATERS.     C.  M, 

Words  by  Mrs.  Sigourney. 
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{The  Alellow  Horn.) 
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Full  flowed  Bethesda'B  mantling  pool,  And  forth  from  hall  and  bower, 
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Thronged  the  sad  trains  of   wan  dis-ease     To   test   its     heal  -  ing  power; 
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Yet     still    in  deep     repose       it  lay  While  many  an  earn  -  est      eye, 
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For      the  first   in -fant  ripple  watched  With  pain's  im-pa-tient   sigh. 
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Oh!  if  the  fever  of  the  mind, 

The  palsy  of  the  brain, 
Should  smite  us,  Father,  till  we  find, 

All  earthly  helpers  vain, — 
Send  forth  thine  angel  to  the  stream, 

That  holy  health  can  give, 
And  bid  him  stir  its  blessed  wave, 

That  we  may  bathe  and  live 


Still,  for  the  ocean's  suffering  sons. 

Who  oft  in  darkness  pine, — 
Incite  our  pity  and  our  prayers, 

And  wake  a  zeal  divine, 
Till  we  their  poverty  enrich 

With  heaven's  eternal  gem, — 
And  what  the  angel  did  for  us, 

Delighted  do  for  them. 


God^s  Protection. 

BY   J.    H.    H. 

O'er  raging  waves,  thou  mighty  God, 

When  rolling  thunders  pealed, 
We've  seen  thy  wonders  spread  abroad^ 

Thy  glorious  might  revealed; 
In  darkest  hour  of  deep  despair, 

When  billows  towered  on  high. 
Our  God  in  mercy  stooped  to  hear 

The  humble  sailor's  cry. 


188      CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPEST.  CM. 

Words  by  Mrs.  Hemmis.  (Majesty.) 
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1.  Fear    was  with -in     the  tossing  bark,When  stormy  winds  grew  loud,And 
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waves  came  roll  -  ing       high  and  dark,  And    the 
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tall  masts  were  bowed ; 
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And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dread,  And  baffled  in  their  skilljBut  One  was  there  who 
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rose  and  said  To  the  wild  sea, "  Be  still."  But  One  was  there,  &c. 
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Then  slumber  settled  on  the  deep, 

And  silence  on  the  blast; 
As  when  the  righteous  falls  asleep;— 

When  death's  fierce  throes  are  past. 
Thou  that  didst  rule  the  angry  hour, 

And  tame  the  tempest's  mood — 
O  send  thy  Spirit  forth  in  power, 

O'er  our  dark  souls  to  brood. 


Christ  revealeth  the  gospel. 

BY    N.    COLVER. 

God  of  the  land  and  rolling  flood, 

Throughout  thy  wide  domain, 
Thy  works  proclaim  the  mighty  God,- 

But  not  the  Savior's  reign; 
The  raging  storm,  the  heaving  flood, 

The  sun  that  shines  above, 
Proclaim  the  wise  and  powerful  God,- 

But  not  a  Savior's  love. 


The  gospel  only  can  impart 

The  knowledge  of  thy  grace; 
No  light  can  reach  and  cheer  the  heart 

But  from  a  Savior's  face; 
O  let  the  sons  of  ocean  be 

Converted  to  the  Lord; 
Then  shall  they  bear  to  realms  of  death. 

The  knowledge  of  thy  word. 
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RED  SEA  PASSED.     C.  M. 


=i4z^z±zt:=zzt— L^tztt=: 
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long,     And      joia      in       cho  -  ras     long, Give 
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to  each  note     the  sweetest  sound.  And     join     in  oho  -  rus     long. 


Ig^igiilll^illfc 


Ye  children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
Away  with  doubts  and  fears; 

Trust  in  the  mighty  arm  above, 
And  dry  your  falling  tears. 


He  safely  brought  you  on  the  way, 
When  foes  could  not  molest; 

He  swept  the  host  of  Egypt's  King, 
That  Israel  might  be  blest. 


Then  from  the  willows  take  your  harp! 

Which  on  them  hung  so  long ; 
With  timbrel  and  melodious  voice. 

Join  all  the  happy  throng. 


Soon  will  your  tasks  and  marches  ceases 

When  Shur  and  Maron  lie, 
And  Canaan,  too,  will  all  be  left 

For  promised  lands  on  high. 


192         When  I  can  read  my  title  clear.     P.  M. 


{  When    I  can  read  my     title  clear,    To  mansions  in  the      skies, 
(I'll        bid  farewell  to     every    fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 
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I    And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes, .  .  And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes,  I'll  bid  farewell  to 
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ev'-ry  fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping     eyes. 


O     that  will    be 
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joy-fill,    joy  -  ful       joy  -  ful,  O  that  will  be  joy-ful  When  we 
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meet  to  part  no  more,  When  we  meet  to  part  no   more,    On  Canaan's  happy 
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shore, 'Tis  there  we'll  meet  at  Je-sus'  feet.  When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 
O  that  will  be,  &c. 
Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 

My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

0  that  will  be,    &c. 

There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest. 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast, 
0  that  will  be,  &c. 
When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand  years, 

Bright  shining  as  the  sun, 
We*ve  no  less  days  to  sing  God's  praise. 

Than  when  we  first  begun. 
13  .         O  that  will  be,  &c. 


194        PILOT  ON  THE  DEEP.     C.  M.    (doublr) 


1.    Oh!      Pi  -  lot  'tis 


fear-  -  ful    night,  There's 


dan  -  get       on         thee      deep ;  I'll    come  and    pace        the 


deck  with    thee,    I 

m-^—m — « 


do 


not      dare 
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to      sleep.        "  Go 
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down,"  the  eai  -  lor  cried,  "  go  down,this  is  no  place  for        thee  ;    Fear 
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not,  but  trust  in       Providence,Where-ever  thou  may'st  be :         Fear 


5^33^^ 
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not    but  trust    in    Prov  -  i  -  dence  Where-ev  -  er   thou  ma/st  be/' 


Oh,  Pilot,  dangers  often  met, 

We  all  are  apt  to  slight ; 
And  thou  hast  known  these  raging  waves, 

But  to  subdue  their  might. 
"  It  is  not  apathy,  "  he  cried, 

*♦  That  gives  this  strength  to  me : 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Where  ever  thou  may'st  be. 

On  such  a  night  the  sea  engulfed 

My  father's  lifeless  form  ; 
My  only  brother's  boat  went  down, 

In  just  so 'wild  a  storm. 
And  such  perhaps  may  be  my  fate, 

But  still  I  say  to  thee, 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Where  ever  thou  may'st  be." 
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HOMEWARD    BOUND. 


•Allegro. 
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Out   on    an       o  -  cean  all    boundless  we     ride, We're  homeward 
Tossed  on  the  waves  of    a     rough  restless      tide,We'i-e,  &c. 
Promise    of    which  on    us      each   he   be -stowed, We're,  &c. 


iSliiiiiili^-li^g 

bound,  homewifrd  bound.  Far  from  the  safe  quiet      har-bor  we've  rode. 
Seeking  our  Father's  ce  -  les  -tial  a  -  bode. 

2  Wildly  the  storm  sweeps  us  on  as  it  roars.    We're,  &c. 
Look !  yonder  lie  the  bright  heavenly  shores,  We're,  &c 
Steady,  0  pilot !  stand  firm  at  the  wheel, 

Steady  !  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gale, 

0  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud  creaking  sail,  We*re,  &c. 

3  Into  the  harbor  of  heaven  now  We  glide,  We're, home  at  last,&c. 
Softly  we  drift  on  its  bright  silver  tide.  We're,  &c. 

Glory  to  God  !  all  our  dangers  are  o'er. 
We  stand  secure  on  the  glorified  shore. 
Glory  to  God,  we  will  shout  evermore,  We're,  &c. 
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H«me  at  last.    lOs  &  5s. 

We  live  as  pilgrims  and  strangers  below, 

We're  homeward  bound ; 
Though  often  tempted,  yet  onward  we  go, 

We're  homeward  bound. 
Trials  and  crosses  we  cheerfully  bear, 
Toils  and  temptations  expecting  to  share. 
We  hasten  forward,  content  with  the  fare, 

We're  homeward  bound. 


Earth  with  its  trifles  we  all  have  resigned. 

We're  homeward  bound  ; 
Heaven,  with  its  glories,  we  shortly  shall  find, 

We're  homeward  bound. 
Sinful  amusements  no  longer  are  dear, 
0  how  delusive  and  vain  they  appear, 
While  to  our  home  we  are  drawing  so  near, 

We're  homeward  bound. 


We'll  go  rejoicing  in  God  every  day, 

We're  homeward  bound ; 
Shout  hallelujah  along  by  the  way, 

We're  homeward  bound. 
Millions  have  travelled  this  pathway  before. 
Entered  their  rest,  when  their  labors  are  o'er  ; 
Soon  we  shall  meet  them  to  part  never  more, 

We're  homeward  bound. 


We'll  tell  the  world  as  we  journey  along, 

We're  homeward  bound ; 
Try  to  persuade  them  to  enter  our  throng, 

We're  homeward  bound. 
Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and  opprest, 
Join  in  our  number,  0  come,  and  be  blest ; 
Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest, 

We're  homeward  bound. 


Soon  we'll  be  singing,  if  faithful  we  prove, 

We're  home  at  last ! 
Sounding  in  triumph  in  mansions  above, 

Wa're  home  at  last. 
Soon  as  our  toils  and  temptations  are  o'er. 
Up  to  our  home  with  the  blest  we  shall  soar  ; 
0  how  we'll  shout  as  we  enter  the  door, 

We're  home  at  last. 


Lionging  for  Hearen.    7  &  6. 

1  O  when  shall  I  see  Jesus, 
And  reign  with  him  above, 
And  from  that  flowing  fountain, 
Drink  everlasting  love  ? 
When  shall  I  be  delivered 
From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  with  my  blessed  Jesus, 
Drink  endless  pleasure  in  ? 

2  But  now  I  am  a  soldier, 
My  Captain's  gone  before  : 
He's  given  me  my  orders, 
And  bid  me  not  give  o'er. 
If  I  continue  faithful, 

A  righteous  crown  he'll  give. 
And  all  his  valiant  soldiers, 
Eternal  life  shall  have. 

3  Through  grace  I  am  determined 
To  conquer  though  I  die, 

And  then  away  to  Jesus 

On  wings  of  love  I'll  fly. 

Farewell  to  sin  and  sorrow, 

I  bid  you  all  adieu  ; 

And  O,  my  friends,  prove  fiuthful, 

And  on  your  way  pursue. 

4  And  if  you  meet  with  troubles 
And  trials  on  your  way, 
Then  cast  your  care  on  Jesus, 
And  don't  forget  to  pray  ; 
Gird  on  your  heavenly  armor 
Of  faith,  and  hope,  and  love. 
And  when  the  combat's  ended 
He'll  carry  you  above. 
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Povrer  of  a  Mother's  name.    10s. 

The  following  lines  were  suggested  on  reading 
a  touching  incident  related  of  a  convict  just 
entering  Sing  Sing  prison,  who  seemed  to  be 
regardless  of  the  pertinent  interrogatories  of  the 
kindhearted  warden,  till  the  name  of  his  moth- 
er fell  upon  his  guilty  ears.  The  name  of  his 
parent  filled  his  soul  with  the  deepest  emotions 
of  sorrow,  and  he  implored  the  warden  not 
to  '  mention  her  name  in  that  dreadful  place  ! 
Do  what  you  may  with  me,  but  don't  mention 
tkat  name  to  me  !  ' 

There's  masric  power  in  a  mother's  name, 
To  kindle  souls  into  a  glowing  flame; 
It  bids  the  waves  of  woe  or  joy  to  roll, 
la  all  their  might,  upon  a  deathless  soul. 

Behold,  the  convict  stands,  with  form 
erect,  [pect, 

Gaily  attired;  who  would  this  youth  sus- 
That  one  so  brilliant  could  so  tho'tless  be, 
And  plunsre  himself  in  crime's  dark  rag- 
ing sea? 

Buoyant  and  reckless  his  replies  were 
made.  [played 

While  in  his  eyes,  and  o'er  his  features 

A  scornful  smile,  'till  the  kind  warden 
spoke  [was  broke. 

His  mother's  nnme:  then,  then,  his  heart 

His  mother's  name  unlocks  the  fount  of 

tears ; 

He  calls  to  mind  the  sunny  months  and 

*  years,  '  [i^iven. 

When  on  his  cheek  the  kiss  of  love  was 

By  her  whose  heart  with  anguish  now  is 

riven. 

'  My  mother's  name!  O  utter  not  that 
sound!  [sun-ounds; 

Now  guilt's  dark  pal,  my  brightest  hopes 

A  name  too  sweet  to  echo  in  this  place ; 

Where  the  mute  walls  now  trumpet  ray 
disgrace. 


Load  me  with  fetters,  let  me  toil  in  pain, 
Bat  mention  not  that  balmy,  precious 

name,  [soul. 

Let '  grievous  words '  fall  on  my  guilty 
Soft  words  molest— and  bid  dark  billows 

roll. 

My  mother's  name  I  it  brings  with  vivid 
power  [dower,) 

Her  slighted  counsels,  (mother's  richest 
Bestowed  in  vain  upon  her  wayward  son, 
Whose  course  in  folly,  has  to  ruin  run. 

0  that  my  mind  in  fetters  could  be  bound, 
But  this,  alas!  can  never  be  confined; 
It  soars  above  my  massive  prison  walls, 
And  bids  me  hear  ray  mother's  winning 
calls. 

'Her  mellow  voice  now  lingers  on  ray  ears, 
And  oft  will  make  the  bitter,scalding  tears 
In  torrents  from  my  youthful  eyes  to  flow, 
While  musing  on  my  cup  of  gall  and  woe. 

'  Mother,  thy  name  is  precious,  while  it 
brings  [stings; 

Remorse  of  conscience,with  its  thousand 

Tho'  dismal  clouds  around  my  pathway 
are,  [Star. 

Yet  on  this  path  there  shines  one  lovely 

'In  angel  robes, my  mother,yoa  will  come, 
To  cheer  my  spirit  in  my  gloomy  home, 
Unlock  each  gate,  and  ope  each  bolted 

door, 
And  on  my  soul  the  myrrh  of  love  will 

pour. 

'Then  breathe  her  name,  kind  warden, 

when  you  may, 
A  bow  of  beauty  o'er  my  mind  will  play, 
Tinged  with  the  rays  of  mother's  tireless 

love, 
That  lures  my  heart  to  brighter  scenes 

above.  p.  s. 
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The  Power  of  Hope. 

BT  P.  STOW. 


103. 


The  allusion  in  the  following  Poem  has  been 
thought  pertinent  to  this  "golden  age," al- 
though ten  years  hare  elapsed  since  it  was 
ccimposed. 

Sweet  bow  of  promise!  thy  propitious 
beam  [theme, 

Shines  from  afar,  my  bright  and  lovely 
In  every  age  thy  sovereign  sway  confest, 
Controls  the  movement  of   the  human 

breast ; 
In  every  clime.thy  magic  power  imparts 
A  charm  to  soothe  the  anguish  of  our 

hearts, 
A  light  to  cheer,  an  enterprize  to  dare, 
A  strength  to  toil,  and  fortitude  to  bear. 

Thy  power  is  felt  in  childhood's  sunny 

*  days, 
A  ray  of  beauty  round  our  pathway  plays, 
Tlirows   its  soft  light  o'er  earth's  deli- 
cious things,  [springs; 
And   leaves  the   soul   to  joy's   prolific 
The  youthful  bosom  warms  beneath  its 
ray,  [tlay; 
And  hails  to-morrow  brighter  than  to- 
In  future  prospects  that  before  him  rise, 
More  dazzling  splendors  cheer  his  youth- 
ful eyes. 

On,  on  he  bounds  o'er  life's  enchanted 
plain,  [in  vain. 

Nor  deems  these  splendors  charm  his  eye 

Manhood  is  reached,  and  still  the  glitter- 
ing light  sight: 

Unfolds  sirange  beauty  to  his  ravished 

Hope  draws  him  onward  with  resistless 
power, 

Go  seek  repose  within  her  loveliest  bower ; 

Then  cull  the  sweets  that  breathe  on 
every  side,  [foliage  glide. 

And  quaff  the  streams  that  through  the 


And  while  he  rests  him  in  his  fond  em- 
brace, 

Imbibe  fresh  vigor  for  his  future  race. 
***** 

The  hope  of  wealth  prompts  myriads  to 
endure 

All  toil,  all  suffering,  riches  to  secure; 

That  golden  goddess  at  whose  shrine 
they  bend, 

Forgetful  of  their  being's  highest  end : 

Thousands  have   left   New    England's 

peaceful  shore,  [ore. 

And  crossed  the  deep  in  quest  of  glittering 

*Far  from  their  native  land  and  child- 
hood's home,  [roam ; 
O'er  dangerous  seas  and  deadly  climes  to 
Hope  still  before  them  like  a  meteor's 
ray,  [P'ey. 
Lured  to  the  spot  where  death  awaits  his 

***** 

If  hope  so  strongly  moves  the  human 

breast,  [point  of  rest! 

How  vast  its  power,  when   Heaven,  its 

When  round  the  bleeding  Saviour's  cross 

it  clings. 
And   rising  with  him,   soars   with  out- 
spread wings; 
New-plumed, the  soul  now  eyes  the  joys 
of  Heaven,  [riven; 

And  calmness  fills  the  heart  by  sorrow 
A  holy  light  irradiates  the  gloom 
That  once  o'erhung  the  passage  to  the 
tomb. 

Immortal  hope!  I  see  thy  hand  unfold 
Celestial  visions  to  yon  Christian's  soul; 
Even  while  he  grapples  with  the  arm  of 
Death,  [breath; 

The  shout  of  victory   swells   his   latest 
Thine.thine  it  is  to  light  thy  glorious  fire, 
And  triumph  when  all  other  hopes  ex- 
pire. 
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Tbe  Burning  Ship.    li.  M.    p.  s. 

The  Ship,  Thomas  P.  Cope,  of  Philadelphia, 
on  her  way  to  Liverpool  in  1846,  was  struck  by 
lightning  on  the  third  day  from  port.  She 
had  on  board  over  seventy  souls.  They  were 
on  the  burning  ship  six  days  and  seven  gloomy 
nights,  expecting  every  moment  tliat  the  flame's 
would  devour  them.  In  this  perilous  condition 
they  were  discovered  by  the  ship  Emigrant, 
and  all  saved  except  a  little  girl,6  years  old, the 
mother  was  not  able  to  carry  both  of  her 
children  on  deck  at  once,  she  had  but  just  time 
to  escape  with  her  dear  boy.  The  seamen  were 
in  the  act  of  putting  on  the  hatches  to  prevent 
the  flames  from  spreading,  as  she  came  up  the 
hatchway.  It  was  heart  rending  to  listen  to 
her  tale  of  sorrow. 

The  noble  ship  gh'des  swiftly  o'er 
The  pathless  sea  to  a  forejfrn  shore; 
Her  flowing  pennons  proudly  wave, 
O'er  noble  hearts,  all  true  and  brave. 

But  see  those  clouds,they  warring  meet, 
And  battle  o'er  the  mighty  deep; 
The  lightnings  flash,  and  tliunders  peal. 
Vast  ocean  heaves,  and  seamen  reel. 

The  brilliant  stars,  the  quee;)  of  ni.^ht, 
From  periled  strangers  hide  their  light, 
While  forked  lightnings  o'er  them  play; 
Their  lurid  glare  wraps  night  in  day. 

The  vivid  gleam  now  speeds  its  way; 
That  splendid  ship  is  wrapt  in  spray; 
The  shock  is  o'er,  the  flames  arise — 
'•The  ship's  on  fire!"  the  captain  cries. 

That  piercing  cry  filled  hearts  with  grief. 
Where  shall  they  flee  to  find  relief? 
The  boundless  ocean's  mighty  flood, 
Stays  not  the  fire  that's  sent  of  God. 

Alarm  and  fear  now  fill  each  soul; — 
Still  tempests  roar,  and  thunders  roll. 
While  flame  and  smoke  ascend  around, 
And  billows  dash,  and  waves  resound. 


A  mother  rushes  from  her  berth; 
In  wild  dismay  she  gasps  for  breath! 
She  folds  her  children  in  her  arras. 
To  snatch  from  death  their  tender  forms. 

What  tongue  can  tell  that  mother's  wo, 
For  that  dear  one  that's  left  below? 
Alone  she  dies,  in  black  despair, 
'Mid  all  a  mother's  tender  care. 

All  human  power  and  wails  were  vain 
To  quench  that  fire  o'er  ocean's  main; 
Amid  the  gloom  of  th'  raging  sea, 
The  Cope  in  flames  alone  must  be. 

The  burning  ship  still  sadly  rides; 
O'er  the  blue  deep  she  swihly  glides; 
Heeds  not  the  shrieks  and  wild  dismay, 
As  trembling  hearts  now  weep  and  pray. 

When  waning  hope  had  almost  died, 
The  Cope  on  fire  a  seaman  spied. 
Far  off  upon  the  foaming  deep. 
Where  heaving  billows  never  sleep. 

Behold!  the  Emigrant  draws  nigh, 
To  give  relief  to  those  who  sigh! 
Her  generous  Captain,  noble  crew, 
The  burning  ship  in  haste  pursue. 

But  see!  the  mighty  billows  foam, 
And  rising  hopes  oft  sink  in  gloom; 
An  angry  sea, — a  ship  on  fire, 
Successive  wake  forebodings  dire. 

That  kind  relief  is  near  at  hand, 
Yet  some  of  this  dejected  band, 
Must  linger  on  the  burning  Cope, 
Till  sea  subsides  and  gives  fresh  hope. 

What  language  can  that  scene  portray. 
Of  each  dark  night  and  cheerless  day  ? 
The  hours  of  grief;  what  tongue  can  tell. 
What  hopes  one  flash  of  light  may  kill. 
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lioss  of  the  Atlantic. 

The  Steamer  Atlantic  was  lost  on  Thanks- 
gifing  day,  in  1846  on  her  way  to  New  York. 
Capt.  Dustan,  the  intrepid  commander,  said, 
"  If  the  Atlantic  goes,  I  go  with  her."  He  and 
many  loved  ones  found  a  watery  grave  ;  and 
her  bell  by  a  singular  providence,  was  tolled 
mournfully  by  the  wind  and  waves  after  their 
spirits  had  fled. 

While  others  on  the  happy  shore 

Made  merry  jubilee, 
Ye  heard  the  thunder-surges  roar, 

Far  on  the  cold  night  sea. 

The  darkness  of  that  night's  despair, 
The  coldness  of  each  breast, 

Were  deepened  by  the  moonlit  air 
Which  showed'your  bed  of  rest. 

No  downy  couch,  no  gaudy  hall 

Invited  you  to  sleep, 
Your  bed  the  rock  where  billows  fall, 

Your  chambers  in  the  deep. 

How  gaily  sang  the  wife  afar! 

How  would  have  changed  her  tone, 
If  by  that  evening's  rising  star 

Her  husband's  doom  were  known. 

Oh !  lips  on  land  wore  gladdest  guise, 

And  hearts  throbbed  wild  with  glee, 
While  pallid  cheeks  and  ghastly  eyes 

Found  death  upon  the  sea. 
And  streaming  eyes  are  mourning  now. 

That  festal's  fatal  close, 
Which  bound  in  blood  the  kindred  brow 

Of  some  which  wore  the  rose. 

And  he,  the  fearless  martyr  there. 
Who  shared  his  vessel's  tomb, 

Who  mav  unmoved  the  tidings  bear 
That  tell  of  Dustan's  doom? 

A  seaman's  honor  his  the  fame 

Of  all  that  dare  to  die; 
Not  strangers  may  repeat  his  name. 

And  wear  a  tearless  eye. 


The  shadow  of  his  gloomy  death 

May  well  make  manhood  weep; 
But  where  can  seaman  spend  his  breath, 

More  fit  than  on  the  deep. 
Farewell,  brave  heart!  though  drearily, 

Went  down  my  sun  at  even; 
I  ask  no  nobler  death  for  me 

To  bear  my  soul  to  heaven. 

<<  The  sea  hath  spoken.'^    S.  M. 

The  following  hymn  was  sung  at  the  funeral 
solemnities  in  Marblehead,  occasioned  by  the 
loss  of  11  vessels  belonging  to  that  town,  vrtth 
sixty-five  men  and  boys,  in  a  single  gale  in  1846. 

God  of  the  Mariner, 

We  raise  our  prayers  to  thee ; 
Friend  of  the  fatherless,  a  voice 

Comes  o'er  the  deep,  dark  sea  :— 
Where  the  wild  billows  rave 

Far  raid  the  angry  deep,  j 
There  have  they  found  a  watery  grave, 

For  them  we  mourn  and  weep — 
Those  whom  we  loved  the  most, 

Father  and  brother  dear, 
Those  who  were  once  our  joy  and  boast, 

No  more  our  homes  will  cheer 
Our  heavenly  Saviour,  hear! 

We  raise  our  prayers  to  thee, 
Friend  of  the  poor  and  destitute, 

God  of  the  mighty  Sea. 
Thus  o'er  the  waves  of  grief 

Which  in  our  bosoms  swell, 
Come  with  thy  sweet  relief  and  love, 

And  all  our  sorrow  quell. 

'I  heard  a  voice  from  Heaven.'  S,  Iff, 

I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven 

Say,  "  Blessed  is  the  home 
Of  those  whose  trust  is  in  the  Lord, 

When  sinking  to  the  tomb" 
The  Holy  Spirit  spake— 

And  I  the  words  repeat — 
"  Blessed  are  they," — for,  after  toil, 

To  mortals  rest  is  sweet. 
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The  Wardship  of  Peace.   €•  M. 

The  famine  in  Ireland  of  1847,  induced  the 
benevolent  Americans  to  send  speedy  relief  to 
this  land  of  sorrow  and  death.  The  United 
States  Ship,  Jamestown,  Capt.  R.  B.  Forbes, 
commander,  made  a  remarkable  short  passage 
across  the  ocean  ;  the  winds  of  heaven  were 
auspicious  for  their  work  of  humanity.  The 
following  lines  were  composed  on  her  arrival  in 
Cork,  by  Samukl  Lover. 

Sweet  land  of  son?,  thy  harp  doth  hang 

Upon  the  willows  now, 
While  famine's  blight  and  fever's  pang 

Stamp  misery  on  thy  brow. 
Yet,  take  thy  harp  and  raise  thy  voice, 

Though  faint  and  low  it  be, 
And  let  thy  sinking  heart  rejoice 

In  friends,  still  left  to  thee. 
Look  out,  look  out  across  the  sea 

That  girds  thy  emerald  shore, 
A  ship  of  war  is  bound  for  thee. 

But  with  no  warlike  store. 
Her  thunder  sleeps, — 'tis  Mercy's  breath 

That  wafts  her  o'er  the  sea, 
She  goes  not  forth  to  deal  out  death. 

But  bears  new  life  to  thee. 
Thy  wasted  hand  can  scarcely  strike 

The  chords  of  grateful  praise; 
Thy  plaintive  tone  is  now  unlike 

Thy  voice  of  prouder  daj's. 
Yet,  even  in  sorrow,  tuneful  still 

Let  Erin's  voice  proclaim 
In  bardic  praise  on  every  hill 

Columbia's  glorious  name. 

The  Heroic  Sailor.    S.  M. 

The  circumstances  here  related,  took  place 
during  the  great  fire  in  the  cicy  of  New  York, 
ou  the  night  of  December  16,  1836. 

It  was  a  fearful  night  I 

The  fire  devouring  spread 
From  roof  to  roof,  from  street  to  street, 

And  on  their  treasures  fed. 


Hark !  'tis  a  mother's  cry, 

Shrill  mid  the  tumult  wild,       |home, 
As  rushing  toward  her  flame-wrapped 

She  shrieks,  "  My  child!  ray  child!  " 

A  wanderer  from  the  wave, 

A  sailor  marked  her  woe, 
And  in  his  feeling  bosom  woke 

The  sympathetic  glow. 

Quick  up  the  cleaving  stairs, 

With  daring  step  he  flew. 
Though  sable  clouds  of  stifling  smoke 

Concealed  him  from  their  view. 

The  astonished  crowd  beheld 

His  bold,  adventurous  part, 
And  while  they  for  his  safety  feared, 

Admired  his  noble  heart. 

For  blazing  timbers  fell 
To  choke  his  dangerous  road, 

And  the  far  chamber  where  he  groped 
Like  reeking  oven  glowed. 

How  loud  the  exultino^  shout! 

When  from  that  mass  of  flame, 
Unhurt,  unshrinking,  undismayed. 

The  brave  deliverer  came. 

While  in  his  victor  arms 

A  smiling  infant  lay. 
Pleased  with  the  flash  that  round  his  bed 

Had  wound  its  glittering  ray. 

The  mother's  speechless  tears, 

Forth  like  a  torrent  sped, 
Yet  ere  the  throng  could  learn  his  name, 

That  generous  hero  fled. 

Not  for  the  praise  of  man 
He  wrought  this  deed  of  love. 

But  on  a  bright,  unfading  page, 
'Tis  registered  above. 
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To  the  Sailor  B07.    Li.  M. 

Tune.— Ward. 
The  following  lines  were  recently  addressed 
by  a  lady,  to  a  young  friend  about  to  embark 
for  California. 

Aarain  thou  leavest  thy  youthful  home, 
The  home  of  all  life's  purest  joy  — 

Upon  the  treacherous  sea  to  roam, 
A  free,  defenceless  sailor  boy. 

Thou  leavest  he?',  whose  changeless  love 
No  time,  no  distance  can  destroy, 

Whose  prayer,  sent  every  hour  above, 
Will  be,  '  Grod  bless  my  sailor-boy! ' 

Thou  goest  from  the  guardian  eye, 
That  wearies  not  in  love's  employ; 

But,  there's  a  Father  in  the  sky. 
That  still  will  watch  the  sailor-boy. 

Not  easier  love  embraceth  thee 
In  its  maternal  pride  and  joy, 

Than  heaven's  wide  arms  unfold  the  sea, 
To  guard  and  bless  the  sailor-boy. 

Not  easier  thy  desires  expressed 
A  father's  bounty  now  enjoy, 

Than  will  thy  prayer  to  heaven  confessed, 
A  blessing  bring  the  sailor-boy. 

When  slippery  shrouds  thy  feet  shall 
climb. 

When  peril's  task  thy  hands  employ; 
When  ocean  is  with  storms  sublime, 

O  God,  protect  the  sailor-boy! 

When  glittering  dust  attracts  thine  eye, 

0,  turn  to  gold  without  alloy- 
Search  truth's  deep  mine  where  riches  lie, 
That  will  reward  the  sailor-boy. 

Let  sordid  minds  and  grasping  hands. 
The  Sacramento's  treasures  cloy ; 

There  is  a  stream  whose  "golden  sands" 
Can  richer  make  the  sailor-boy. 


Go  search,  and  that  true  wealth  obtain 
Which  moth  and  dust  do  not  destroy, 

And,  till  home's  welcome  rings  again, 
God  keep  and  bless  the  sailor-boy ! 


Tlie  Ballad  of  tlie  Tempest.  8s  &  7s. 

Tune. — Sicn.T. 
The  following  beautiful  gem  of  poetry  is  ta- 
ken from  a  volume  of  poems,  by  James  T. 
Fields,  just  published  in  Boston.    It  is  the  most 
exquisite  ballad  we  have  met  for  a  long  while. 

We  were  crowded  in  the  cabin, 
Not  a  soul  would  dare  to  sleep, — 

It  was  midnight  on  the  waters. 
And  a  storm  was  on  the  the  deep. 

'Tis  a  fearful  thing  in  winter 
To  be  shattered  in  the  blast. 

And  to  hear  the  rattling  trumpet 
Thunder,  *'  Cut  away  the  mast! " 

So  we  shuddered  there  in  silence, — 
For  the  stoutest  held  his  breath, 

While  the  hungry  sea  was  roaring. 
And  the  breakers  talked  with  death. 

As  thus  we  sat  in  darkness, 
Each  one  busy  in  his  prayers, — 

"  We  are  lost! "  the  Captain  shouted, 
As  be  staggered  down  the  stairs. 

But  his  little  daughter  whispered. 

As  she  took  his  icy  hand, 
"  Is  n't  God  upon  the  ocean. 

Just  the  same  as  on  the  land?  " 

Then  we  kissed  the  little  maiden, 
And  we  spoke  in  better  cheer, 

And  we  anchored  safe  in  harbor. 
When  the  moon  was  shining  clear. 
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TO  CAPTAIN  DANIEL  TRACY, 

On  his  leaving  Boston  to  take  the  superintendence  of  the  "  Sailor's  Home," 
in  Cherry  Street,  New  York,  May  1,  1853.     By  Phineas  Stowb. 


Blessed  Saviour!  we  will  praise  thee 

For  thy  free  undying  love; 
Depth  it  hath  no  mind  can  fathom; 

Mercy  drew  Thee  from  above, 
Great  Redeemer ! 

May  thy  grace  each  bosom  move! 

We  rejoice,  that  on  the  waters, 
While  from  home  and  kindred  dear, 

Th'  saiior  boy's  heart  was  broken 
By  the  Holy  Spirit's  power; 

On  the  ocean. 
Light  from  heaven  dispelled  his  fear. 

God  hath  made  him  bold  and  faithful 
To  defend  the  cause  of  truth, 

Shedding  light  o'er  sin's  dark  ocean, 
Warning  giddy,  thoughtless  youth 

Of  those  pitfalls 
Where  are  found  disease  and  death. 

Go,  and  kindle,  faithful  brother, 
Beacon  lights  in  that  sweet  "  Home," 

Send  them  o'er  the  deep,  dark  ocean 
To  illume  each  pagan  clime. 

Bid  the  sailor 
Tell  how  Jesus  Christ  says  "  come." 

Nobly  have  you  fought  that  monster; 

One  of  that  illustrious  band,  * 
First  to  raise  the  Temperance  Standard 

High  and  fearless  around  it  stand; 
And  defend  it 

On  the  sparkling  sea  and  land. 


We^shall  miss  thee  in  the  Bethel, 
Where  we  oft  have  heard  thy  voice 

Warning,  urging  noble  seamen, 
To  make  Jesus  Christ  their  choice, 

And  go  forth. 
Making  all  around  rejoice. 

Long  thy  name  shall  be  remembered — 
Ocean's  sons  have  blessed  the  day. 

For  thy  faithful  counsels  heeded. 
Clouds  of  sin  have  passed  away; 

Light  is  shining; 
Now  they  view  a  glorious  day. 

Ties  of  holy  love  and  friendship—    • 
They  can  never  be  dissolved; 

We  are  one  in  Christ  the  Righteous 
Toiling  for  our  Well-Beloved; 

He  is  near  us, 
And  for  us  he  pleads  above.  • 

May  the  blessed  Jesus  cheer  thee — 
Give  thee  many  precious  souls 

That  shall  deck  thy  crown  of  glory, 
Where  no  wave  of  trouble  rolls. 

In  that  ocean, 
Endless  bliss  shall  fill  our  souls. 

"  Fare-thee-well,"  shall  be  our  prayer, 

And  we  hope  to  meet  again 
With  a  noble  band  of  seamen, 

Who  have  been  blood  washed  from  sin, 
In  that  Bethel, 

Where  no  sin  or  death  shall  reign. 


*  Captam  Tracy  was  one  of  the  first,  who  formed  in  Boston,  twenty  years  ago,  a  Mariner's 
Temperance  Society,  called  the  "  Windward  Anchor  T.  S."  He  has  been  a  bold  and  able  advo- 
cate of  sobriety  from  that  time  till  the  present. 
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TO    LIEUTENANT    HENRY    ELD,    JR. 

The  following  Poem  is  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  Lieutenant  HENRY  ELD,  JR.,  of  New 
Haven,  Ct.,  the  much  respected  and  beloved  officer  of  the  U.  S.  Ship-of-the-Line.  Ohio.  The 
departed  was  a  member  of  the  United  States  Exploring  Expidition  to  California  and  the 
Southern  Ocean,  and  who  first  saw  the  Antarctic  Continent,  died  on  his  homeward  passage, 
after  an  absence  of  three  and  a  half  years,  and  was  buried  at  sea. 


A  mother's  yearning  heart  of  tenderness 
Watched  for  the  coming  of  a  home  bound  sail, 
That  once  again  her  fervent  lips  might  bless 
The  child  she  long  had  fondly  hoped  to  hail — 
That  once  again  her  eyes  might  look4iipon 
Her  long  remembered  son. 

A  happy  father,  too,  with  joyful  pride. 
Longed  to  embrace  his  gallant  boy  again, 
And  counted  every  hour  that  slowly  died, 
Ere  yet  the  'good  ship'  came  from  o'er  the  main, 
And  a  beloved  sister's  heart  was  yearning 
For  his  long-hoped  returning. 

Long  had  he  wandered  far  from  scenes  he  loved, 
Amid  deep  VV^estern  wilds  his  footsteps  lay, — 
By  many  a  broad  and  noble  stream  had  roved, 
And  climbed  the  rugged  mountain's  dangerous 

way. 
New  features  on  Columbia's  chart  to  trace 
Of  fair  Creation's  face. 

And  he  had  visited  the  spicy  Isles, 
Beneath  the  ardent  sun's  perpetual  eye, 
And  gathered  from  their  gorgeous  beauty,  spoils 
To  deck  the  pleasant  Halls  of  Memory- 
Remembrances  of  sunny  climes,  and  hours 
Among  their  forest  flowers. 

And  far  across  the  Southern  sea  he  sped 
His  careful  way,  where  ne'er  before  the  sail 
Of  venturous  navigator  dared  to  spread     I 
Its  waving  whiteness  to  the  frosty  gale — 
And,  from  afar  Ai«  eye  wcajirst  to  view 
A  country  broad  and  new  • 

Much  had  he  suffered,  when  the  torrid  sun 
His  strength  had  withered,  and  oppressed  his 

brain — 
And  when  the  freezing  blast  came  shrieking  on , 
To  thwart  his  passage  of  the  icy  main — 
And  oft  he  feared  the  passing  hour  would  sever 
Life's  trembling  chord  forever. 


And  thrice  had  weary  sickness  laid  him  low 
Upon  the  troubled  couch  of  feverish  pain— 
And  days  and  nights  of  anguish  measured  slow 
Their  length  upon  the  prostrate  sufferer's  chain; 
Yet  oft  bright  visions  to  his  heart  would  come 

Of  his  far  happy  home. 
But  once  again,  with  health's  returning  smile, 
The  torch  of  Hope  was  lighted  in  his  eye — 
And  nights  of  gloom,  and  days  of  tedious  toil, 
Were  all  forgotten,  as  the  hour  drew  nigh. 
That  saw  him  safely  spread  the  homeward  sail 

To  woo  the  homeward  gale. 
Fallacious  Hope  !  ere  yet  the  days  were  num- 

beied. 
That  should  have  borne  him  to  his  native  land, 
The  angel  Death  breathed  o'er  him  as  he  slum- 
bered. 
And  on  his  brow  impressed  a  marble  hand — 
And  lo!  that  noble  spirit  from  its  home  of  clay 

For  aye  had  passed  away. 
Far  from  his  home  he  found  an  ocean  grave, 
Proud  to  engulf  him  in  its  billowy  bed — 
Beneath  Equator's  deeply  heaving  wave. 
With  bitter  grief,  was  plunged  the  sheated  dead 
And  o'er  the  waters  boomed  the  solemn  gun, 

That  told  their  task  was  done. 

And  sadly  then  the  noble  ship  rolled  on 
Her  homeward  course,  to  tell  the  tearful  tale-- 
To  bear  sad  tidings  of  that  precious  one — 
To  bring  a  father's  groan,  a  mother's  wail--- 
And  o'er  a  household's  glowing  hopes,  to  spreai 

The  drapery  of  the  dead! 
Oh!  fearful  hour,  that  brought  to  those  fond 

hearts 
The  gloomy  tidings  of  their  blighted  hope  1 
And  keenly  yet  its  memory  imparts 
An  anguish  that  with  time  shall  ever  cope  \'— 
Yet  mourn,  not  faithlessly — an  angel  stands 
To  point  your  tearful  eyes  to  loftier  lands! 
The  T.ord  hath  given, — sorrowing  mourner  say 
>'  SnvUL  Ht  not  take  away  ? " 
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Death  and  Burial  of  Rer.  Adoniram  Jadson,  1>.  I>.  at  Sea. 

Almost  the  last  words  of  this  great  and  good  man,  were  "  Bury  me,  bury  me,  quick,  quick," — 
and  his  voice  failed.  The  author  of  the  following  lines  has  supplied  the  expression,  "  In  thi? 
sea,"  to  the  impressive  request  of  the  dying  Christian.  It  may,  or  it  may  not  have  been  hte 
wish  to  be  buried  in  the  deep.  His  wide  grave  however,  is  emblematical  of  the  vast  moral  iB» 
fluence  he  has  had  in  arousing  a  slumbering  world  to  the  subject  of  foreign  missions,  in  which 
sublime  cause  he  had  devoted  over  thirty  years  of  untiring  toil  to  promote.  He  erprtssed  his 
views  freely  of  the  vast  importance  of  converted  mariners  in  the  work  of  evangelizing  the 
world.  He  was  a  friend  to  seamen,  and  they  with  others,  performed  the  last  sad  office  of  com- 
mitting his  cold  remains  to  the  bosom  of  the  "  great  and  wide  sea."  His  last  words  suggested 
the  lines  dedicated  to  his  memory. 

BY  p.   STOW.  lis. 


"Bury  me,  bury  me,  quick,  quick,'' — in  the  sea ! 

Thy  grave  will  be  far  from  the  '•  Hopia  Tree," 
And  far  from  the  "  Rock,*  "  where  the  loved  is 

at  rest, 
The  ocean  beneath  her,  the  turf  on  her  brea.st. 

"  Bury  me,  bury  me,  quick,  quick," — in  the 

sea, 
It's  the  emblem  of  One  who  died  on  the  Tree.''— 
Thy  grave  it  is  boundless,  and  pure  like  his 

throne. 
And  o'er  it  he  mirrors  the  work  he  hath  done. 

••  Bury  me,  bury  me,  quick,  quick,"  —  in  the 
sea :  [thee  ? 

What  tomb  could  be  cho.oen  more  fitted  for 
Thou  loved  the  bright  sea  and  o'er  it  had  sailed, 
To  the  land  where  gross  darkness  long  had  pre- 
vailed. 


"  Bury  me,  bury  me,  quick,  quick,"  in  the  sea ; 
From  toil  and  from  sorrow  the  loved  one  is 

free; 
Thy  anchor  is  cast  in  the  sea  of  God's  love , 
Thy  soul  on  bright  pinions  is  carried  above. 

Yes,  they  buried  thee  quick  in  the  cold  blue 

deep, 
At  the  calm  hour  of  eve,  when  the  winds  were 

asleep, 
Around  thee  were  gathered  the  true  and  the 

brave. 
And  tears  of  affection  were  shed  o'er  thy  grave 

The  waves  that  roll  over  the  noble  one's  form, 
The  calm  breath  of  summer,  and   the  loud 

howling  storm, 
O'er  the  jewel  we've  lost,  their  requiem  sung ; 
Will  waft  the  sad  sound  to  each  kindred  and 

tongue. 


The  champion  has  fallen !  life's  battle  is  o'er,    i 
He's  landed  above  on  the  victor's  bright  shore  ; 
Where  death  cannot  enter,  no  foe  can  affright. 
In  that  "  mansion  prepared,"  all,  all  is  delight. 
Sublime  was  thy  life,  —  and  the  wide  ocean 

grave. 
Both  blending  in  one,  to  embalm  and  engrave 
Deep,  deep  on   the  heart,  thy  works  in  dark 

climes. 
Where  the  Lamp  of  Salvation  brightly  now 

shines. 
The  word  of  Immanuel  by  thee  spread  abroad, 
Will  gladden  the  gloomy  with  smiles  from  the 

Lord ; 
Yes.  millions  shall  bow  to  the  might  of  that 

power, 

*  Dr.  Judson's  second  wife 


That  cheered  thy  rapt  soul  in  death's  trying 
hour. 


In  the  deep,  dark  ocean  thy  body  shall  rest ; 
Till  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound  its  loud 

blast ; 
Then,  from  thy  wide  tomb  thy  body  shall  rise. 
With  myriads  of  "  Burmese"  ascend  the  bright 

skies. 

How  joyous  the  greeting,  when  lored  ones  shall 

meet 
On  the  banks  of   deliyeranee,  with  melody 

sweet. 
And  chant  all  ip  union  the  Lamb's  dying  lore. 
In  crowning,  and  saving,  the  ransomed  abore. 
was  buried  at  St.  Helena. 
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Requiem  on  the  death  of  a  Mariner.    Us. 

Tune.— Araby's  Daughter. 
The  following  beautiful  and  appropriate  lines  were  compoaed  by  Mr.  B.  S.  HALL,  on  the 
death  of  Mr.  GEORGE  0.  BATES,  of  Springfield,  Mass.,  who  perished  at  sea,  January,  26, 
1849.    His  ship  was  run  into  in  the  night,  and  most  of  the  crew  died  from  exposure. 

No  human  power  meets  him,  to  cheer  his  sad 

eyes: 
He  sits  in  his  anguish  all  sufiFering  and  lone. 
And  the  night  winds  can  only  repeat  his  sad 

moan. 

But  hark  !  there's  a  voice !  sweet  and  soothing 

it  falls, 
A  POWER  hath  been  touched  that  responds  to 

his  calls ; 
A  form  full  of  merct  is  walking  the  wave, 
He  Cometh,  poor  sufferer,  tby  spirit  to  save  ! 

"  Thou  hast  sinned— hast  repented — and  par- 
don is  given, 

And  a  home  brighter  far  shall  bo  thine  now  in 
heaven  ; 

Lay  thy  head  on  my  bosom— my  son  thou  art 
free  ! 

No  more  shall  the  earth,  with  it«  snares  com- 
pass thee." 

The  form  thou  hast  cherished  lies  deep  in  it« 

grave, 
And  over  its  bosom  the  dark  sea  doth  wave  ; 
They  sing  his  requiem  in  tones  deep  and  sad, 
But  the  soul  of  thy  loved  one  is  happy  and  glad. 

The  iron  hath  entered  thy  bosom,  and  now 
In  sorrow  and  anguish  of  spirit  ye  bow ; 
Yet  the  angel  of  hope  whispers  peace  unto  thee, 
Trust  —  trust  in  His  promise  who  ruleth  the 
sea. 

For  the  sea  by  His  power  shall  give  up  its  dead, 
And   that  loved  one  with  joy  shall  leave  his 

dark  bed ; 
All  clad  in  soft  rsdment,  that  dear  one  shall  rise. 
The  same  !  'tis  tby  lost  one ;  that  greets  thy 

glad  eyes. 
"  Come  hither,  ye  blessed  —  dwell  near  to  my 

throne. 
Thy  tears  are  all  vanished,  thy  sorrows  are  gone. 
Ye  shall  drink  of  a  fountain  that  never  can  dry," 
Then  onward !  and  upward  I  thy  home  is  on 

high! 


01  cold  is  the  night  wind,  and  loud  blows  the 

gale, 
And  the  sailor  boy's  brow  mid  the  tempest  is 

pale ; 
Yet  his  heart  groweth  warm,  for  his  thoughts 

are  afar. 
And  the  home  of  his  childhood  beams  forth 

like  a  star, 

The  gallant  ship  plows  through  her  homeward 

bound  path, 
But  the  storm-god  hath  BOUSED  in  his  fury  and 

wrath, 
Her  sails  catch  the  winds,  and  now  onward  she 

flies — 
"  0,  fly  to  my  home  !  "  the  lone  sailor  boy  cries. 

Wo  !  wo  !  sailor  boy  !  for  the  angel  of  death 
Is  seen  on  the  storm-cloud,  and  chill  is  his 

breath. 
There's  danger,  poor  sailor  boy, on  the  dark  sea ; 
A  death-knell  is  ringing,  lone  sufferer,  for  thee. 

The  home  of  thy  childhood  is  lonely — oh,  there 
Thy  mother  hath  knelt  in  anguish  in  prayer, 
There's  weight  on  her  heart  —  in  sorrow  she 

cries, 
0,  save  the  poor  wanderer,  tossed  o'er  the  dark 

waves. 
The  voice  of  her  loved  one,  with  terror  is  wild. 
The  cold  waves  are  dashing  the  form  of  her 

child- 
He  is  freezing  !  oh  God  !  his  pale  brow  is  now 

chilled ! 
The  terrors  of  Death  his  young  heart  hath  filled. 

"  My  God  !  must  I  die,  when  my  home  is  so 

near? 
My  father,  my  mother,  are  waiting  me  there  ; 
Dear  home  of  my  childhood  —  so  happy  and 

free. 
Where  sweet  bads  and  blossoms  are  blooming 

for  me." 

-No  refuge  is  near  him — and  rain  are  his  cries ; 
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In  preparing  for  this  solemn  duty,  let  the  body  of  the  deceased  person  be  laid  on  the  deck 
in  a  coffin  or  hammock,  as  the  case  may  be ;  and  when  all  are  orderly  assembled  around, 
the  person  appointed  to  perform  the  service  may  read  the  JoUowins;  select  portions  from 
the  Bible. 

I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life,  saith  the  Lord ;  he  that  believeth  in  me,  though  he  were 
dead  yet  shall  he  live.  And  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  me,  shall  never  die.  John  xi.  25,  28. 
As  by  one  man.  sin  entered  into  the  world,  and  death  by  sin  ;  so  death  passed  upon  all  men, 
for  all  have  sinned.  Rom.  5.  12.  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die,  but  after  this,  the  judg- 
ment. Heb.  9.  27.  We  must  all  appear  before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ,  that  every  one  may 
receive  the  things  done  in  his  body,  according  to  that  he  hath  done,  whether  it  be  good  or  bad. 
2  Cor.  5.  10.  My  days  are  swifter  than  a  weaver's  shuttle,  swifter  than  a  post  they  flee  away. 
They  are  passed  away  as  the  swift  ships ;  as  the  eagle  that  hasteth  to  the  prey.  Job.  7.  6.  Job 
9.  25  28.  There  is  but  a  step  between  me  and  death  ;  Lord,  make  me  to  know  mine  end,  and 
the  me  isure  of  my  days,  what  it  is,  that  I  may  know  how  frail  I  am.  Ps.  39.  4.  Watch  and 
pv.ay.  for  ve  know  not  the  day  nor  the  hour  when  the  Son  of  man  cometh.  Be  ye  also  ready. 
Mutt.  'ib.  13.-24.  44. 

Thin  may  be  followed  by  a  short  exhortation,  suggested  by  the  feelings  of  the  speaker  ;  or 
the  following  may  be  read. 

My  (leal*  friends,  we  see  here  the  end  to  which  we  are  hastening.  Death  is  what  we  must  all 
come  to  at  last.  Death  has  come  into  our  littte  company,  and  ushered  our  shipmate  and  friend 
into  the  presence  of  God,  and  to  the  amazing  scenes  of  eternity.  It  is  a  solemn  thing  to  ex- 
change worlds.  Yet  there  is  no  discharge  in  that  war.  This  is  a  change  we  never  pass  but 
once.  None  return  to  tell  us  what  they  have  experienced  in  the  other  world.  All  we  know  of 
it  comes  by  the  testimony  of  God,  in  the  Bible.  There  is  no  opportunity  to  correct  our  mis- 
takes. Tf  we  are  wrong  once,  we  are  wrong  forever.  Let  us  profit  by  the  admonitions  of 
mortahty.  Let  us  lay  it  to  heart  that  we  must  die.  Soon  we  shall  close  the  voyage  of  life,  and 
then  launch  into  the  boundless  ocean  of  eternity. 

Here  a  hymn  may  be  sung,  or  the  funeral  service  begin  here.  When  all  hands  are  ready 
to  launch  the  body  over-board^  the  Leader  may  say. 

Forasmuch  as  it  hath  pleased  Almighty  God,  in  his  wise  providence,  to  take  out  of  this  world 
the  soul  of  our  deceased  shipmate  and  friend,  we  therefore  commit  his  body  to  the  deep,  looking 
for  th((  resurrection  of  the  body,  when  the  sea  shall  give  up  her  dead  ;  when  the  corruptible 
bodies  of  those  who  sleep  in  Jesus,  shall  be  changed  and  made  like  unto  his  glorious  body,  ac- 
cording to  the  mighty  working  whereby  he  is  able  to  subdue  all  things  unto  himself;  and  where 
the  wicked  also  shall  awake  and  come  forth  to  shame  and  everlasting  contempt. 

Here  launch  the  body  overboard,  let  it  have  time  to  go  down,  and  then  all  fall  on  their 
knees,  while  the  leader  makes  the  following  prayer. 

O  merciful  God,  the  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  is  the  resurrection  and  the  life  ; 
in  whomsoever  believeth,  shall  live  though  he  die  ;  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  on  him, 
sihall  not  die  eternally ;  we  humbly  beseech  thee,  0  Father,  to  raise  us  from  the  death  of  sin 
unto  the  life  of  righteousness  ;  that  when  we  shall  depart  this  life,  we  may  rest  fn  him  ;  and 
that  at  the  general  resurrection  in  the  last  day,  we  may  be  found  acceptable  in  thy  sight ;  and 
receive  that  blessing  which  thy  well-beloved  Son  shall  then  pronounce  to  all  who  love  and  fear 
thee.  .'<aying.  Come,  ye  blessed  children  of  my  Father,  receive  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you 
froiii  the  beginning  of  the  world.  Grant  this,  we  beseech  thee,  0  merciful  Father,  through 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Mediator  and  Redeemer.    Amen. 

Cose  the  solemn  services  with  remarks,  or  singing  a  hymn  on  the  32,  76,  85, 87, 109, 116th, 
or  U3d  page  of  thi.^  Book. 


